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PASTORAL POETRY.* 


HERE are not, I believe, a greater number of 
any ſort of verſes than of thoſe which are called 
Paſtorals; nor a ſmaller, than of thoſe which are tru- 
ly fo. It therefore ſeems neceſſary to give ſome ac- 
count of this kind of Poem, and it is my deſign to 
comprize in this ſhort paper the ſubſtance of thoſe nu- 
merous diſſertations the Critics have made on the ſub- 
ject, without omitting any of their rules in my own 
favour. You will alſo find ſome points reconciled, 
about which they ſeem to differ, and a few remarks, 
which, I think, have eſcaped their obſervation. 

The original of Poetry is aſcribed to that Age which 
ſucceeded the creation of the world : and as the keep- 
ing of flocks ſeems to have been the firſt employment 
of mankind, the moſt ancient ſort of poetry was pro- 
bably paſtoral+. It is natural to imagine, that the 
leiſure of thoſe ancient ſhepherds admitting and invit- 
ing ſome diverſion, none was fo proper to that ſolita- 

* Written at ſixteen years of age. 

+ Fontenelle's Diſc. on Paſtorals. 
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vi A DISCOW RSE ON 
ry and ſedentary life as ſinging; and that in theie 
ſengs thry took occaſion to celebrate their own feli- 
city. From hence a poem was invented, and after- 
wards improved to a perfect image of that happy time; 
which, by giving us an eſteem for the virtues of a for- 
mer age, might recommend them. to the preſent. And 
fince the life of ſhepherds was attended with more 
tranquillity than any other rural employment, the 
Poets choſe to introduce their Perſons, from whom it 
received the name af Paſtoral. | 
A Paſtoral is an imitation of the action of a ſhep- 
herd, or one conſidered under that character. The 
farm of this imitation--is dramatic, or aarative, or 
mixed of both“; the fable ſimple, the manners not 
too polite nor too ruſtic: the thoughts are plain, yrt 
admit a little quickneſs and paſßon, but titut ſhort aud 
flowing: the expreſſion humble, yet as pure as the 
Janguage will aftord; neat, but not flbrid; cafy, and 
xct lively. In ſhort, the fable, manners, thoughts, 
and expreſſions are full of the greateſt Iimplicity in 


| Aature. 


mate tended chit Boe: eee 
Amplicity4; brevity, and delicacy; the two firſt of 
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2 copy Nature, it may lena 
this Idea along with us, that Paſtaral is an image of 
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© Heinſius in Theberit. 
4 Rapin de Carm. Patt. p. 2. 
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PASTOMFAL POETRY. vil 
what they cull the Golden Age. So that we are not 
to deſcribe our ſhepherds as ſhephertls at this day real - 
ly are, but as they may be conerived then to have been; 
when the beſt of men followed the employment. T 
carry this reſemblance yet further, it would not be 
amiſs to give theſe ſhepherds ſome full in aſtronomy, 
as far as ĩt may be uſeful to that ſort of life. And an 
air of picty to the Gods ſhould ſhine through the Poem, 
which ſo viſibly appears in all the works of antiquity > 
and it ought to preſerve ſome reliſh of the old way of 
writing; the connection ſhould be looſe, the narrations 
and defcriptions ſhortꝰ, and the periods conciſe. Yet 
it is not ſuſſicient, that the fentences only be brief, 
the whole Eclogue ſhould be ſo too. For we cannot 
ſuppoſe Poetry in thoſe days to have been the bulinefs. 
of men, but their recreation at vacant hours. 

But with reſpect to the preſent age, nothing more 
conduces to make theſe compoſures natural, than when 
ſome knowledge in rural affairs is. diſcovered +. This 
may be made rather to appear done by chance than 
on deſign, and ſometimes is beſt ſheun by inference; 
leſt by too much ſtudy to feem natural, we deftroy. 
that eaſy ſimplicity from whence arifes the delight. 
For what is inviting in this ſart of poetry proceeds. 
not ſo much from the Idea of that bufnefs, as the 
ret ES e life. 


* Rapin, Reflex, furl” Art Poet: C Ard. 5 2. Re- 


flex, xxvii. 


1 Pref, to-Virg. Paſt. in Dryd. Virg.. 


1 — 


vii A DISCOURSE ON 


We muſt therefore uſe ſome illuſion to render 2 
Paſtoral delightful; and this conſiſts in expoſing the 
beſt ſide only of a ſhepherd's life, and in concealing 
its miſeries f. Nor is it enough to introduce ſhepherds 
diſcourſing together in a natural way; but a regard 
muſt be had to the ſubject; that it contain ſome par- 
ticular beauty in itſelf, and that it be different in every 
Eclogue. Beſides, in each of them a deſigned ſcene or 
proſpect is to be preſented to our view, which ſhould 
likewiſe have its variety d. This variety is obtained in 
a great degree by frequent compariſons, drawn from 
the moſt agreeable objects of the country; by interro- 
gations to things inanimate; by beautiful digreſſions, 
but thoſe ſhort ; ſometimes by inſiſting a little on cir- 
cumſtances; and, laſtly, by elegant turns on the words, 
which render the numbers extremely ſweet and pleaſ- 
ing. As for the numbers themſelves, though they are 
properly of the heroic meaſure, they ſhould be the 
ſmootheſt, the moſt caſy and flowing imaginable. 

It is by rules like theſe that we ought to judge of 
Paſtoral. And ſince the inſtructions given for any art 
are to be delivered as that art is in perfection, they 
muſt of neceſſity be derived from thoſe in whom it is 
acknowledged ſo to be. It is therefore from the prac- 
tice of Theocritus and Virgil (the only undiſputed au- 
thors of Paſtoral) that the Critics have drawn the fore- 
going notions concerning it. 


G_— 


| 4 Fontenelle's Diſc. of Paſtorals. 
§ See the forementioned Preface. 


PASTORAL POETRY. bs 
eity, The ſubjects of his Idyllia are purely paſtoral; 
but he is not ſo exact in his perſons, having introduced 
reapers * and fiſhermen as well as ſhepherds. He 
apt to be too long in his deſeriptions, of which a5 
of the Cup in the firſt Paſtoral is a remarkable in- 
ſtance. In the manners he ſeems a little defective, for 
his ſwains are ſometimes abuſive and immodeſt, and 
perhaps too much inclining to ruſticity ; for inſtance, 
in his fourth and fifth Idyllia. But it is enough that 
all others learned their excellence from him, and that 
his Dialect alone has a 'fecret charms in it, which no 
other could ever attain. | 

Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refines upon his ori- 
ginal : and in all points, where judgment is principal 
ly concerned, he is much ſuperior-to his maſter. Tho 
ſome of his ſubjects are not paſtoral in themſelves, but 
only ſeem to be ſuch; they have a wonderful variety 
in them, which the Greek was a ſtranger to f. He ex- 
ceeds him in regularity and brevity, aud falls ſhort of 
him in nothing but ſimplicity and propriety of ityles 
the firſt of which perhaps was the fault of his age, and 
the laſt of his language. 

Among the moderns, their ſucceſs. has been great= 
eſt who have moſt endeavoured to make theſe ancients 
their pattern. The moſt conſiderable Genius appears 
in the famous Taſſo, and our Spenſer- Tallo in his. 


—— 


* SEPIETAI, Idyll. x. and 3 U EI x, Idyll. xxi. 
+ Rapin Refl. on Ariſt. part ii. Refl. xxvii—Pref, 
to the Ecl. in Dryden's Virg. 


x .” A'DISCOURSE ON? 
- - Theocritus excels all others in nature and ſimpli, | , 
Aminta has as far excelled all the Paſtoral writers, 11 
as in his'Gicruſalemme he has out-done the Epic Poets |} / 
of his country. But as this piece ſeems to have been It 
the. original of a new ſort of poem, the Paſtoral Co- p 
medy, in Italy, it cannot fo well be conſidered as a 
Copy of the ancients. :Spenſer's Calendar, in Mr. Dry- Ib 
den's opinion, is the moſt complete work of this kind ¶ fi 
which-any nation has produced ever ſince the time of It. 
Virgil“. Not but that he may be thought imperfect Ih 
in ſome few points. His Eelogues are ſomewhat. too Ip. 
long, if we compare them with the ancients. He is Bw 
ſometimes too allegorical, and treats of matters of re- jc 
ligion in a paſtoral ſtyle, as the Mantuan had done Wot 
before him. He has employed the Lyric meaſure, Nu. 
which is contrary to the practice of the, old 'Paets: ex 
His ſtanza is not ſtill the ſame, nor always welbehoſen. to: 
This laſt may be the reaſon his expreſſion is ſometimes 
not conciſe enough: for the 'Tetraſtic has obliged him 
to extend his ſenſe to the length of four lines, which 
would have been more cloſely confined in the Couplet. 
In the manners, thoughts, and characters he 
comes near to Theocritus himſelf; though, not with - 
ſtanding all the care he has taken, he is certain) in- 
| ferior in his Pialect: for the Doric had its beauty aud 
| propriety'in;the time of Theocritus; it was uſed fin; 
4 part of Greece, and frequent-in+the. mouths of many 
af the greateſt Wu y the old Engliſh:and 
— — —  —  — 
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PASTORAL POETRY, mi 
lis eauntry!phraſts of Spenſer were either entirely obſo- 
rs ¶ lete, or ſpoken-only by people of the loweſt condition. 
ts As there is a'difference betwixt ſimplieity and ruſtici- 
en ty, ſo the expreſſion of ſimple thoughts ſhould' be 
0- plain, but not clowniſh. The addition he has made 
2 ef a Calendar to his Eclogues, is very beautiful; ſince 
y- Þ dy this, beſides the general moral of innocence and 
nd IF ſimplicity, which is common to other authors of Paſs 
of toral; he has one peculiar: to himſelf; he compares 
ect ¶ human Life to the ſeveral Scuſons, and at once ex- 
00. poſes to his readers à view of the great and little 
is worlds, in their varidus changes and aſpects. Yet the 
re- terupulous diviſion of his Paſtorals into Months, has 
ne obliged him to repeat the ſame deſeription, in other 
re, N Vords, for three months together; or, when it was 
ts. Nexhauſted before; entirely to omit it: whence it comes 
en. ¶ io puſt tut ſome of his Eeloguet (as the ſixth, eighth, 
nes Rand tenth, for example) have nothing but their titles 
im Ito diſtinguiſh' them. "The reaſon is evident, becauſe 
ieh Wthe year has not that variety in it to furniſh every 
et. month with a particular deſcription, as it may every 
he on. | heh; | 
th- W Of the following Eclogues I ſhall only fay, that 
in · Mheſc four'comprehend all the ſubjects which the Cri- 
nd Mics upon Theocritus and Virgil will allow to be fit for 
aſtoral : that they have as much variety of deſcrip<" 
ion, in reſpect of the ſeveral ſeaſons, . as Spenſer 3: 
dat in order to add to this variety, the ſeveral times 
the · day are obſerved, the rural employments in each 
on or time of day, and the rural ſeenes or places 
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proper to ſuch employments; not without ſome re 
gard to the ſeveral ages — rn 
ſions proper to each age. 

But after all, if they have any merit, it is to be at- 
tributed to ſome good old Authors, whoſe works as | 
had leifure to ſtudy, fo, I hope, I have not wanted 
care to imitate. 


PASTORALS. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCIV, 


dura mihi et rigui placeant in vallibus amnes, 
lumina amem, ſylvaſque, inglorius ! VIRG. 


Yor. I, A + 


S P'R IN G: 


THE 


FIRST PASTORAL, 


O R, 


D A M O N. 


T O 
SIX WILLIAM TRUMBAL. 


IRS in theſe fields I try the ſylvan ſtrains, 
Nor bluſh to ſport on Windſor's bliſsful plains : 
air Thames, flow gently from thy ſacred ſpring, 
hile on thy banks Sicilian muſes ſing; 
et vernal airs thro' trembling oſiers play, 
nd Albion's cliffs reſound the rural lay. 
You, that too-wiſe for pride, too good for pow'r, 
njoy the glory to be great no more, 
nd carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 
o all the world illuſtriouſly are loſt! 
let my muſe her ſlender reed inſpire, 
ill in your native ſhades yon tune the lyre: 
do when the Nightingale to reſt removes, 
The Thruſh may chant to the forſaken groves, 
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But charm d to ſilence, liſtens while the ſings, 
- And all th' atrial audience clap their wings. 

Soon as the flocks ſhook off the nightly dews, 
Two ſwains, whom Love kept wakeful, and the Muſe, 
Pour'd o'er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Freſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon fair: 

The dawn now bluſhing on the mountain's ſide, 

Thus Daphnis ſpoke, and Strephon thus reply'd. 
Darnnis. 

Hear how the birds, on ev'ry bloomy fpray, 

With joyous muſic wake the dawning day ! 

Why ſit we mute, when early linnets ſing, 

When warbling Philomel ſalutes the ſpring ? 

Why fit we fad, when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 

And laviſh Nature paints the purple year ? | 
STREPHON, 

Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ftrain, 

While yon' flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 

Here the bright crocus and blue vi'let glow; 

Here weſtern winds on breathing roſes blow. Bu 
I'll ſtake yor' lamb, that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing ſhade ſurveys. 


fi 
( 


DaraNis. 
And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, Sh 
And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling vines : 
Four figures riſing from the work appear, H 


The various ſeaſons of the rolling year; 
And what is that, which binds the radiant ſky, 


Where twelve fair ſigns in beauteous order lic? At 
8 1 #7 Bl 
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Damox. 
Then ſing by turns, by turns the muſes ſing, 
iſe, ov hawthorns bloſſom, now the daiſies ſpring, 
ow leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground; 
Begin, the vales ſhall ev'ry note rebound. 
STREPHON. 
Inſpire me, Phoebus, in my Delia's praiſe, 
ith Waller's ſtrains, or Granville's moving lays! 
\ milk-white bull ſhall at your altars ſtand, 
hat threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing ſand. 
DarnNis. 
O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 
ind make my tongue victorious as her eyes; 
No lambs or ſheep for victims I'll impart, 
hy victim, Love, ſhall be the ſhepherd's heart. 
STREPHON. 
Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 
hen hid in ſhades, eludes her cager ſwain 
But feigns a laugh, to ſee me ſearch around. 
\nd by that laugh the willing fair is found. 
DAPHNIS. 
The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the green, 
She runs, but hopes ſhe does not run unſeen; 
hile a kind glance at her purſuer flies, 
How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 
STREPHON. 
O'er golden ſands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 
Bleſt Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beautics yield, 
Feed here my lambs, Ill ſeek no diſtant field. 
A 3 
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Daranis. 

Celeſtial Venus haunts Idalia's groves; 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves; 

If Windſor-ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windſor-ſhade. 
| STREPHON. 

All Nature mourns, the ſkies relent in ſhow'rs, 
Huſkh'd are the birds, and clos'd the drooping flow'rs; 
If Delia ſmile, the flow'rs begin to ſpring, 

The ſkies to brighten, and the birds to ſing. 
DarPuNs. 

All Nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 

The ſun's mild luſtre warms the vital air; 

If Sylvia ſiniles, new glories gild the ſhore, 

And vanquiſh'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 
STREPHON. ' 

In Spring the fields, in Autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 

But Delia always; abſent from her ſight, 
Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 
DaraNnis. 

Sylvia's like Autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet freſh as carly day; 
Ev'n Spring diſpleaſes, when ſhe ſhines not here; 
Nut bleſt with her, tis Spring throughout the year. 

STREPHON, 

Say, Daphnls, ſay, in what glad foil appears, 
A wond'rous tree that ſacred Monarchs bears: 
Tell me but this, and I'll diſclaim the prize, 
And give the conqueſt to thy Sylvia's eyes. 
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Darux1s, 

Nay tell me firſt, in what more happy fields 
The Thiſtle ſprings, to which the Lily vields : 
And then a nobler prize I will reſigm; 

For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, ſhall be thine. 
Damox. 
Ceaſe to contend, for, Daphnis, I decree, 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee : 
Bleſt Swains, whoſe Nymphs in ev'ry grace excel; 
Bleſt Nymphs, whoſe Swains thoſe graces ſing fo well! 
Now riſe, and haſte to yonder woodbine bow'rs, 
„I oft retreat from ſudden yernal ſhow'rs; 
The turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown'd, 
While op'ning blooms diffuſe their ſweets around, 
For ſee! the gathering flocks to ſhelter tend, 
And from the Pleiads fruitful ſhow'rs deſcend. 


s U "MER, 


THE 
SECOND PASTORAL, 
O R, 
AL 424 8. 
TO DR. GARTH. » 
Ur 
Shepherd's boy (he ſceks no better name) Ar 
Led forth his flocks along the ſilver 'Thame, | 
Where dancing ſun-beams on the waters play'd, To 
And verdant alders form'd a quiv'ring ſhade. | 
Soft as he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, ee 
The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, But 
The Naids wept in ev'ry wat'ry bow'r, m 
And Jove conſented in a ſilent ſhow'r. hi 
Accept, O Garth, the Muſe's early lays, Dae 
That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays; e! 
Hear what from Love unpractis'd hearts endure, ha 
From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure. but 
Ye ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ſtreams, or 
Defence from Phoebus', not from Cupid's beams, Dh! 
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I ſing, he 


The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 
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he hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 
hy art thou prouder and more hard than they ? 
e bleating ſheep with my complaints agree, 
hey parch'd with heat, and I inflam'd by thee. 
he ſultry Sirius burns the thirſty plains, 
chile in thy heart eternal Winter reigns. 
Where ſtray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 
hile your Alexis pines in hopeleſs love ? 
In thoſe fair fields where ſacred Iſis glides, 
Or elſe where Cam his winding vales divides ? 
\s in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face, 

Freſh riſing bluſhes paint the wat'ry glaſs; 

But ſince thoſe graces pleaſe thy eyes no more, 
ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 

Once I was ſkill'd in ev'ry herb that grew, 

\nd ev'ry plant that drinks the morning dew; 
\h wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 

To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 

Let other ſwains attend the rural care, 
cd fairer flocks, or richer fleeces ſheer : 

But nigh yon' mountain let me tune my lays, 
mbrace my love, and bind my brows with bays. 
hat flute is mine which Colin's tuneful breath 

nſpir'd when living, and bequeath'd in death: 
e ſaid; Alexis, take this pipe, the ſame 

hat taught the groves my Roſalinda's name: 

ut now the reeds ſhall hang on yonder tree, 
or ever ſilent, ſince deſfpis'd by thee. 

)h! were I made by ſome transforming pow'r 

he captive bird that ſings within thy bow'r! 


10 PASTORALS. v. 4. 
Then might my voice thy liſt' ning ears employ, 
And I thoſe kiſſes he receives enjoy. 

And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng, 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the ſong: 
The nymphs, forſaking ev'ry cave and ſpring, 
Their early fruit, and milk-white turtles bring 
Each am'rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain, 
On you their gifts are all beſtow d again. 

For you the ſwains the faireſt flow'rs deſign, 
And in one garland all their beauties join; 
Accept the wreath which you deſerve alone, 
In whom all beauties are compriz'd in one. 

See what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear! 

Deſcending Gods have found Elyſium here. 

In woods bright Venus with Adonis ſtray'd, 

And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt-ſhade. 

Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the filent hours, 
When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly bow'rs; 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry field, 

And crown'd with corn their thanks to Ceres yield. 
This harmleſs grove no lurking viper bides, 

But in my breaſt the ſerpent Love abides. 

Here bees from bloſſoms ſip the roſie dew, 

But your Alexis knows no ſweets but you, 

Oh deign to viſit our forſaken ſeats, 

The moſly fountains, and the green retreats! 
Where'er you walk, cool gales ſhall fan the glade, 
Trees, where you fit, ſhall crond into a ſhade : 
Where'er you tread, the bluſhing flow'rs ſhall riſe, 
And all things flouriſh where you turn your eyes. 
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Oh! how I long with you to paſs my days, 

Invoke the muſes, and reſound your praiſe! 

Your praiſe the birds ſhall chant in ev'ry grove, 

And winds ſhall waft it to the Pow'rs above. 

But would you fing, and rival Orphens' ſtrain, 

The wond'ring foreſts ſoon ſhould dance again, 

The moving mountains hear the pow'rful call, 

And headlong ſtreams hang liſt'ning in their fall! 
But ſee, the ſhepherds ſhun the noon-day heat, 

The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat, 

To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks remove; 

Ye Gods! and is their no relief for love? 

But foon the ſun with milder rays deſcends. 

To the cool ocean, where his journey ends: 

On me love's fiercer flames for ever prey, 

By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 
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ENEATH the ſhade a ſpreading beach diſplays, 
Hylas and Aegon ſung their rural lays; 

This mourn'd a faithleſs, that an abſent love, 
And Delia's name and Doris' filPd the grove. ; 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your ſacred ſuccour bring; 
Hylas and Acgon's rural lays I ſing. 

Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus' wit inſpire, © 
'The art of Terence, and Meander's fire; 
Whoſe ſenſe inſtrufts us, and whoſe humour charms, 
Whoſe judgment ſways us, and whoſe ſpirit warms! 


Oh, ſkill'd in nature! ſee the hearts of ſwains, 4 
Their artleſs paſſions, and their tender pains. - 

Now ſetting Phoebus ſhone ſerenely bright, 1 
And fleecy elouds were ſtreak d with purple light; 4 


When tuneful Hylas with melodious moan, 
Taught rocks to weep and made the mountains groa! 
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5 Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
ro Delia's ear the tender notes convey, 
As ſome ſad turtle his loſt love deplpres, 


\nd with deep murmars fills the founding ſhores - 


hus, far from Delia, to the winds I moura, 
Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along! 
or her, the feather d quires neglect thetr ng: 
or her, the limes their pleaſing ſhades deny; 

N or her, the lillies hang their heads, and die. 
re flowers that drovp, forſaken by the fpring, 
e birds that, left by ſummer, ceaſe to ſing, 
Je trees that fade when autumm cheats remove, 
day, is not abſence death to thoſe who love? 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 

| urs'd be the fields that cauſe my Delia's ſtay; 
ade every bloſſom, wither every tree, 

ie every flower, and periſh all, but the. 

Vhat. have I ſaid? where er my Delia flies, 

et ſpring attend, and ſudden Rowers ariſe; 

ct opening roſes knotted oaks adorh, 
\nd liquid amber drop from every thorn. 
ms, Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along! 
as! he birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their evening ſong, 


re, 


The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 


ind ſtreams to murmur, e'er I ceaſe to love. 
(ot bubling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
ot balmy ſloep to labourers faint with-pain, 
(ot ſhowers to larks, or ſun- ſhine to the bes, 
\re half ſo charming as thy ſight to me. 
Vot. I. B + 
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Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away! 
Come, Delia, come; ah, why this long delay? 
| Thro' rocks and caves the name of Delia ſounds, 
Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. 
|} Ye powers, what pleaſing phrenzy ſooths my mind! 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind? 
She comes, my Delia comes !—now ceaſe my lay, 
(| And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my ſighs away! 
Next Agon ſung, while Windſor groves admir'd; 
| Rehearſe, ye Muſes, what yourſelves inſpir'd. 
| Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain! 
Of perjur'd Doris, dying I complain: 
Here where the mountains, leſs' ning as they riſe, 
Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the ſkies ; + - 
While labouring oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 
| In their looſe traces from the field retreat: 
While curling ſmoaks from village-tops are ſeen, 
And the fleet ſhades glide o'er the duſky green. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my,mournful lay! 
Beneath yon' poplar oft we paſt the day: 
| Oft on the rind I carv'd her amorous vows, 
| While ſhe with garlands hung the bending boughs : 
| I be gatlands fade, the vows are worn away; 
| So dies her love, and ſo my hopes decay. x 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain ! 
Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain, 
Now golden fruits on loaded branches ſhine, | 
And grateſul cluſters ſwell with floods of wine; 
Now bluſhing berries paint the yellow grove; 
Juſt Gods! ſhall all things yield returns but love? 
| | | 
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Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay ! 
The ſhepherds cry, Thy flocks are left a prey 
Ah! what avails it me, the flocks to keep, 

Who loſt my heart while I preſerv'd my ſheep. 

Pan came, and aſk'd, what magic caus'd my ſmart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart ? 

What eyes but hers, alas, have power to move! 
And is there magic but what dwells in love! 

Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrains! 
I'll fly from ſhepherds, flocks, and flowery plains. 
From ſhepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
Forſake mankind, and all the world—but love! 
| know thee, love! on foreign mountains bred, 
Wolves gave thee ſuck, and ſavage tigers fed. 

Thou wert from Ætna's burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 

Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
Farewell, ye woods, adieu the light of day! 

One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my pains, 
No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ſtrains ! 

Thus ſung tbe ſhepherds till th' approach of night, 
The ſkies yet bluſhing with departing light, 

When falling dews with ſpangles deck the glade, 
And the low ſun had lengthen'd every ſhade. 
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THE | 
FOURTH PASTORAL, 
| de , 
„„ KL 


To the Memory of Mrs. TEMPESTT. 


Lvcipas. 
HYRSIS, the muſic of that murmuring ſpring 
Is not ſo mournful as the ſtrains you ſing. 
Nor rivers winding thro' the vales below, 
So ſweetly warble, or ſo ſmoothly flow. "ny 
Now fleeping flocks on their foft fleeces lie, - 
The moon, ferenc in glory, mounts the ſky, 
Whilſt ſilent birds forget their tuneful lays, A 
Oh ſing of Daphne's fate, and Daphne's praiſe ! 
C Taryrs1s. 

Behold the groves that ſhine with ſilver froſt, 2 
Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loſt. 
Here ſhall I try the ſweet Alexis ſtrain, 

That call'd the liſtening Dryads to the plain? 
Thames heard the numbers as he flow'd along, 
And bade his willows learn the moving ſong. 
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| __  LyerDas. 
So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 
nd ſwell the future harveſt of the field. 
zegin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 
and ſaid, ** Ye ſhepherds, ſing around my grave!” 
ing, while beſide the ſhaded tomb I mourn, 
And with freſh bays her rural fhrine adorn. 
Turxsts. 
Ye gentle Muſes, leave your cryſtal ſpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypreſs garlands bring; 
e weeping loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, 
And hreak you bows, as when Adonis dy'd; 
and with your golden darts, now uſeleſs grown, 
Inſcribe a verſe on this relenting ſtone : 
Let nature change, let heaven and earth deplore, 
Fair Daphne's dead, and love is now no more!” 
Tis done, and Nature's various charms decay, 
See gloomy clouds obſcure the chearful day! 
Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 
heir faded honours ſcatter d on her bier. 
See, where on earth the flowery glories lie, 
ith her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die. 
h what avail the beauties nature wore ? 
Fair Daphne's dead, and beauty is no more! 
For her the flocks refuſe their verdant food, 
he thirſty heifers ſhun the gliding flood, 
ie ſilver ſwans their helpleſs fate bemoan, 
In notes more ſad than when they ſing their own; 
In hollow cavgs ſweet Echo filent lies, 
Silent, or Only to her name replies; 
B 3 
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Her name with pleaſure onee ſhe taught the ſhore, 
Now Daphne's dead, and plcaſure is no more 

No grateful deus deſcend from evening {kies, 
Nor morning odours from the flowers ariſe; 

No rich perfumes refreſh the fruit ſul field, 
Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs ſilent ſince ber death, 
Lament the ceaſing of a ſweeter breath; 

Th' induſtrious bees neglect their golden ſtore ! 
Fair Daphne's dead, and ſweetneſs is no more! 

No more the mountain larks, while Daphne ſings, 
Shall, liſtening, in mid air ſuſpend their wings; 

No more the birds ſhall imitate ber lays, 

Or huſh'd with wonder, bearken from the ſprays : 
Ne more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear, 
A ſweeter muſic than their own to hear; 

But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal ſhore, 

Fair Daphne's dead, and muſie is no more! 

Her fate is whiſper'd by the gentle breeze, 
And told in fighs to all the trembling trees; 

The trembling trees, in every plain and wood, - 
Her fate remurmur to the ſilver flood: 

The ſilver flood, ſo lately calm, appears 

Swell'd with new paſſion, and o'crflows with tears; 
The winds and trees and floods her death deplore, 
Daphne, our grief! our glory now no more! 

But ſee ! where Daphne wond' ring mounts on high 
Above the clouds, above the ſtarry ſky ! 
Eternal beauties grace the ſhining ſcene, 
Fields ever freſh, and groves for ever green 


PASTORALS. . 72 9 


| ere while you reſt in amaranthine bowers, * * 
dr from thoſe meads ſelet unfading flowers, 
zehold us kindly, who your name implore, 
Daphne, our goddeſs, and our grief no more! 
Lrcipas. 
How all things liſten, while thy muſe complains! 
zuch ſilence waits on Philomela's ſtrains, 
n ſome ſtill evening, when the whiſpering breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 
o thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 
12% Mf teeming ewes encreaſe my fleecy breed. 
Vhile plants their ſhade, or flowers their odours give, 
hy name, thy honour, and thy praiſe ſhall live ! 
, TayRs1s. 
But ſee, Orion ſheds unwholſome dews ; 
riſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe ; 
harp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, 
ime conquers all, and we muſt time obey. 
Idicu, ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams and groves, 
Adieu, ye ſhepherds” rural lays and loves; 
Adieu, my flocks; farewell, ye ſylvan crew; 
Japhne, farewell; and all the world adieu! 
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UE Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ſong : 

To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 

he moſſy fountains, and the ſylvan ſhades, 

he dreams of Pindus and th'Aonian maids, 

cight no more O thou my voice inſpire 

ho touch'd Iſaiah's hallow'd lips with fire! 
Rapt into future times, the Bard begun : 
Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 

rom * Jeſſe's root behold a branch ariſe, 

hoſe ſacred flower with fragrance fills the ſkies 2 

h. Etherial Spirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 

nd on its top deſcends the myſtic Dove. 

e? heav'ns! from high the dewy nectar pour, 

nd in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhower! 

he 3 ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
om ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. 

|| crimes ſhall ceaſe, and antient fraud ſhall fail; 
turning 4 Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale; 
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Peace d'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heaven deſcend. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn ! 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born! 
See Nature haſtes her catlieft wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing Spring: 
See lofty 5 Lebanon his head advance, 
See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance : 
See ſpicy clouds from lewly Saron riſe, 

And Carmel's flowery top perfumes the ſkies. 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely deſurt chears ; 
Prepare the © way! a God, a God appears: 

A God, a God! the vocal hills reply, 

The rocks-proclaim th* approaching Deity. 

Lo, oarth receives him from the bending ſkies! 
Sink down, ye mountains, and ye vallies, riſe; 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 
Be ſmooth ye rocks; ye rapid floods give way! 
The Saviour comes! by antient bards foretold : 
Hear“ him, ye deaf, and, all ye blind, behold! 
He from thick films ſhafl purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 
"Tis he thꝰ obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new prufic charm th' unfalding ear: 
The dumb ſkall fing, the lame his cratch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 

No ſigh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, 


From every face he wipes off every tear. 
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42. ver. 18. Ch. 35. ver. 57 6, 
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15 adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, 

d. and hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
\s the good 9 ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
zeks freſheſt paſture, and the pureſt air, 
xplores the loſt, the wandermg ſheep directt, 
y day o'erſecs them, and by night protects, 
he tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 
eeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms; 
'hus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 

he promis'd *2? father of the future age. 

No more ſhall ** nation againſt nation riſe, 

Nor ardent warriours meet with hateful eyes, 
or fields with gleaming ftcel be cover'd o'er, 
he brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 

But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
nd the broad faulchion in a plow- harte end. 
hen palaces ſhall riſe; the joyful ** ſon 
hall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun; 

Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 

And the fame hand that ſow'd, ſhall reap the field. 

The ſwain in barren * 3 defarts with furprixe 

Sce lillies ſpring, and fudden verdure riſe; 

And ſtarts amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 

New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 

„ On rifted rocks the dragon's late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods, 

8 Ch. 25. ver. 8. 5 Ch. 40. ver. 11. 0 Ch. 9. 
ver. 6. 1 Ch. 2. ver. 4 Ch. 6g. ver. 22, 28. 
t3 Ch. 35. ver. 1, 7. | 
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Waſte *+ ſandy vallies, once perplex'd with thorn, 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn : 

To leafleſs ſhrubs the flowery palms ſucceed, 

And odorous myrtle to the noiſome weed. 

Theis lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant meal 
And boys in flowery bands the tyger lead; 

The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 

And harmleſs id ſerpents lick the pilgim's feet. 
The ſmiling-infant in his hand ſhall take 

The ereſted. bafiliſk and ſpeckled ſnake, 

Phleas'd the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey, 

And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 
Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial *7 Salem, riſe 
Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes! 

See a long *5 race thy ſpacious courts adorn; 

See future ſons, and daughters yet unbora, 

In crouding ranks on every ſide ariſe, 

— Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies! 

See barbarous *? nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 

See thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate kings, 
And heap'd with products of 20 Sabacan ſprings! 
For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 

And ſeeds of gold on Ophir's mountains glow, 

See heaven its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day! 


14 Ch. 41. ver. 19. and ch. 55. ver. 13. 5 Ct 
11. ver. 6, 7, 8. 16 Ch. 65. ver. 2s. 7 Ch. 60 
ver. I. 18 Ch. 60. ver. 4. 19 Ch. 60. ver.; 
20 Ch. Go. ver. 6. 
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o more the riſing ** ſun ſhall gild the morn, | 
or evening Cynthia fill her filver horn; 

ut loſt, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, | 
ne tide of glory, one unclouded blaze | A 
Yerflow thy courts: the LicuT himſelf ſhall mine 
teveal'd, and Gop's eternal day be thine! 

he 22 ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke'deray, 
locks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away; + ö; 
ut fix d his word, his ſaving power remain: 
hy realm for ever laſts, thy own Mz881au reigns? - 
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21 Ch. 60. ver. 19; 20. 22 Ch. 51. ver. 6, and 
h. 54. ver. 10. ? n 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


IN reading ſeveral paſſages of the prophet Iſaiah 

. which foretell the coming of Chriſt, and the feli 
cities attending it, I could not but obferve a remark 
able parity between many of the thoughts, and thoſ 
in the Politico of Virgil. This will not feem ſurpriſing 
when we reſlect, that the Eclogue was taken from 
Sibylline prophecy on the fame ſubject. One ma 
judge that Virgil did not copy it line by line, but { 
lected ſuch ideas as beſt agreed with the nature of pi 


ſtoral paetry, and diſpoſed them in that mann 


which ſerved moſt to beautify his piece. I have ende: 
voured the fame in this imitation of him, thou? 
without admitting any thing of my own; ſince | 
was written with this particular view, that the reader 


by comparing the ſeveral thoughts, might ſee how fu 


the images and deſcriptions of the Prophet are ſu 
rior to thoſe of the Poet. But as I fear I have pre; 
diced them by my management, I ſhall ſubjoin 


paſſages of Iſaiah, and thoſe of Virgil, under the ſam: 


diſadvantage of a literal tranſlation. 


Verſe 8. A Virgin ſhall conceive—All crimes ſul 
ceaſe, etc.) Virg. Ecl. 4. ver. 6. 


Jam redit et Virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna ; 
Jam nova progenies coelo demittitur alto. 


s c@ Www L220 IL DADNwHX 


ab 


IMITATIONS, 28 


Te duce, fi qua manent ſceleris veſtigia noſtri, 8 
[rrita perpetua ſolvent formidine terras 
Pacatumque reget patriis virtutibus orbem. 


© Now the Virgin returns, now the kingdom of 8a 
turn returns, now a new progeny is ſent down from 
high heaven. By means of thee, whatever reliques of 
our crimes remain, ſhall be wiped away, and free 
the world from perpetual fears. He ſhall govern the 
earth in peace, with the virtues of his n 


Iſaiah, Ch. 7. v. 14. Behold a Virgin ſhall con- 
ceire and bear a Son.—Ch. 9. ver. 6, 7. Unto us a 
Child is born, unto us a Son is given; the Prince of 
Peace: of the increaſe of his government, and of 
his peace, there ſhall be no end: Upon the throne 
of David, and upon his kingdom, to order and to 
ſtabliſh it, with — and with juſtice, for ever 
and ever. 


V. 23. See Nature haſtes, ete.] Virg. E. 4. v. 18. 
At tibi prima, puer, nullo munuſcula cultu, 
Errantes hederas paſſim cum bacrare tellus, 
Mixtaque ridenti colocaſia fundet acantho— 
Ipſa tibi blandos fundent cunabula flores. 
* For thee, O Child, ſhall the earth, without being 
tilled, produce her early offerings; winding ivy, 


mixed with Baccar, and Colocaſia with ſmiling A- 
anthus. Thy cradle ſhall pour forth pleaſing flowers 
about thee," 
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IMITATION 5: 


' Iſaiah, Ch. 35. v. 1. The wilderneſs and the ſo- 
© litary place ſhall be glad, and the defart ſhall rejoice 
and bloſſom as the roſe. Ch. 80. v. 13. The glory 
* of Lebanon ſhall come unto thee, the fir-tree, the 
* pine-tree, and the box together, to beautify th: 
place of thy ſanctuary.” 


V. 29. Hark! à glad voice, etc.] Virg. E. 4. v. 46. 
Aggredere © magnos, aderit jam tempus, honore;, 
Cara deim ſoboles, magnum Jovis incrementum— 
Ipſi luetit ia voces ad ſidera jactant 

- Intonfi montes, ipſac jam carmina rupes, 
Ipſa fouant arbuſta, Deus, deus ille Menalca ! 

E. 5. v. 6 


oh come and receive the mighty honours : the 
* time draws nigh, O beloved offspring of the Gods, ( 
great increaſe of Jove! The uncultivated mountains 
* ſend ſhouts of joy to the ſtars, the very rocks ſing it 
* verſe, the very ſhrubs cry out, a God, a God! 


Iſaiah, Ch. 40. ver. 3. 4. The voice of him that 
* cricth in the wilderneſs, Prepare ye the way of the 
Lord! make ſtraight in the deſert a high-way fo 
our God! Every valley ſhalt be exalted, and even 
mountain and hill ſhall be made low, and the crook 
© ed ſhall be made ſtraight, and the rough places 
plain. Ch. 4. ver. 23. Break forth into ſinging, y 
* mountains! O foreſt, and every tree therein! i 
the Lord hath redeemed Iſracl. 


IMITATIONS:. _ 
6-8 V. 67. The ſwain in barren deſerts\ Virg. E. 4. v. 38. 


Molli paulatim flaveſcet campus ariſta, 
Incultiſque rubens pendebit ſentibus ura, 
Et durae quercus ſudabunt roſcida mella. 


The fields ſhall grow yellow with ripened ears, 

and the ripe grape ſhall hang upon the wild bram- 
46. bles, and the hard oaks ſhall diſtil honey like dew,” 
Tres, 
u- lfaiah, Ch. 35. v. 7. The parched ground ſhall 
become a pool, and the thirſty land fprings of wa- 
ter: In the habitations where dragons lay, ſhall be 
graſs, and reeds and ruſhes. Ch. 55. v. 13. Inſtead 
of the thorn ſhall come up the fir- tree, and inſtead 
of the briar, ſhall come up the myrtle-tree.” 


V. 77. The lambs with 9-04 etc.] Virg. E. 4. v. 21. 
Ipſae lacte domum referent diſtenta capc ae 
Ubera, nec magnos metuent armenta leones— 
Occidet et ſerpens, et fallax herba veneni 
Occidet.— 


The goats ſhall bear to the fold their udders di- 
ſtended with milk: nor ſhall the herds be afraid of 
the greateſt lions. The ſerpent ſhall die, and the 
herb that conceals poiſon ſhall die. 


Iaiah, Ch. 11. ver. 6. etc. * The wolf ſhall dwell 
vith the lamb, and the leopard ſhall lie down with 
the Kid, and the calf, and the young lion, and the 
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© fatling togther, and a little child ſhall lead them. 
And the lion-ſhall cat ſtraw like the ox. And the 
© ſucking child ſhall play on the hole of the aſp, and 
the weaned child ſhall put his hand on the den o 
the cockatrice.' 


V. 8g. Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem riſe! 


The thoughts of Iſaiah, which compoſe the latter 
part of the poem, are wonderfully elevated, and much 
above thoſe general exclamations of Virgil, which 
make the loftieſt part of his Pollio. 


Magnus ab integro ſeclorum naſcitur ordo! 
—toto ſurget gens aurea mundo! 

— incipient magni procedere menſes! 2 
Aſpice, venturo laetentur ut omnia facclo! etc, 


The reader needs only turn to the paſſages of 1fai- 
ah, as they are cited in the margins of the preceding 
Eclogue. 


— 


VINDSOR-FOREST. 


ich To the Right Honourable 


GEORGE Lord LANSDOWN, 


on injuſſa cano: Te noſtrae, Vare, myricae, 
e Nemus omne canet ; nec Phoebo gratior ulla eſt, 


* Quam ſibi quae Vari pracſcripſit pagina nomen. 
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VINDSOR-FOREST. 


To the Right Honourable 


GEORGE Lord LANSDOWN, 


HY foreſts, Windſor! and thy green retreats, 
At once the monarch's and the muſe's ſeats, 

nvite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids! 

'nlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades, 

ranville commands; your aid, O muſes, bring! 

hat muſe for Granville can refuſe to ſing ? 

The groves of Eden, vaniſh'd now ſo long, 

ive in deſcription, and look green in ſong : 

heſe, were my breaſt inſpir'd with equal flame, 

ike them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 

ere hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 

lere earth and water ſeem to ſtrive again; 

lot Chaos-like together cruſh'd and bruis'd, 

ut, as the world, harmoniouſly confus d: 

here order in variety we ſee, 

nd where, tho' all things differ, all agree. 

ere waving groves a chequer'd ſcene diſplay, 

Ind part admit, and part exclude the day; 

ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 

or quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs. 

ere, interſpers'd in lawns and opening glades, 

un trees ariſe that ſhun each other's ſhades. 
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Here in full light the ruſſet plains extend: 
There, wrapt in clouds the blueiſh hills aſcend, 
Even the wild heath difplays her purple dyes, 
And mid(t the deſert, fruitful fields ariſe, 

That crown'd with tufted trees and ſpringing cor 
Like verdant iſles the ſable waſte adorn. 

Let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 

The weeping amber, or the balmy tree, 

While by our oaks the precious loads are born, 
And realms commanded wiiich thoſe trees adorth 
Not proud Olympus vields a nobler ſight, 

Tho' Gods aſſembled grace his towering height, 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 
Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe Gods appear, 
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown 
Here bluſhing Flora paints th enamel'd ground, 


Here Ceres' gifts in waving proſpect ſtand, Rou 
And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand; oer 
Rich Induſtry ſits ſmiling on the plains, The 
And peace and plenty tell, a Sruan r reigns. Ane 

Not thus the land appear d in ages paſt, Aw 
A dreary deſert, and a gloomy waſte, Wh 
To ſavage beaſts and ſavage laws a prey, Stre 


And kings more furious and ſevere than they; Ane 
Who claim'd the ſkies, diſpeopled air and floods, Y Wh 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods: The 
Cities laid waſte, they ſtorm'd the dens and cave But 
(For wiſer brutes were back ward to be ſlaves.) Au 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obey d, ¶ Stre 
And even the elements a tyrant ſway'd ? 
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rain kind ſeaſons ſwell'd the teeming grain, 
et ſhowers diſtill'd, and ſans grew warm in vain; 
he ſwain with tears his fruſtrate labour yields, 
And famiſh'd dies amidſt his ripen'd fields. 
{hat wonder then, a beaſt or ſubject ſlain 
ere equal crimes in a deſpotic reign ? 
oth doom'd alike, for ſportive tyrants bled, 
Bat while the ſubject ſtarv'd, the beaſt was fed. 
EProud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began, 
A mighty hunter, and his prey was man : 
Our haughty Norman boaſts that barbarous name, 
And makes his trembling ſlaves the royal game. 
The fields are raviſh'd from th' induſtrious ſwains, 
From men their cities, and from Gods their fanes : 
he levell'd towns with weeds lie cover'd o'er; 
The hollow winds thro' naked temples rogr; 
Round broken columns claſping ivy twin'd; 
Oer heaps of ruin ſtalk'd the ſtately hind; 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires, 
And fazage howlings fill the ſacred quires. 
Aw'd by his nobles, by his commons curſt, 
Irh'oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt, 
Stretch'd o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 
And ſerv'd alike his vaſſals and his God. 
% Whom even the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 
SY But ſee, the man, whoſe ſpacious regions gave 
A waſte for beaſts, himſelf detiy'd a grave! 
„ Stretch'd on the lawn his ſecond hope ſurrey, 
At once the chaſer, and at once the prey: A 
Vol. I. D F 


- Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds 
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Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 
Bleeds in the foreſt like a wounded hart. 
Succeeding monarchs heard the ſubjects cries, 
Nor ſaw difpleas'd the peaceful cottage riſe. 
Then gathering flocks on unknown mountains fed 
O'er ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread, ui p 
The foreſts wonder'd at th' unuſual grain, 
And ſecret-tranſport touch'd the conſcious ſwain, Whe 1 
Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddeſs, rears | 
Her chearful head, and leads the golden years, 
Ye vig'rous ſwains! while youth ferments yourt 
And purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprightly flood, 4 
Now range the hills, the gameful woods beſet, 


Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. Nhe. 


When milder autumn ſummer's heat ſuceceds, 
And in the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds. Wand 
Before his lord the ready ſpanicl bounds, le li 
I 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, dit, 
Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey: 
Secure they truſt th' unfaithful field beſet, 
Till hovering o'er them ſweeps the ſwelling net. bey 


Thus, (if ſmall things we may with great compasſ In 
When Albion ſends her cager ſons to war, he 
Some thoughtleſs Town, with caſe and plenty | 


Near, and more near the cloſing lines inveſt; ter 
Sudden they ſeize th' amaz'd, defenceleſs prize, 

And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flies. 
See! from the brake the whirring pheaſant ſpri 
And mounts cxulting on triumphant wings: 
I 
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t is his joy; he feels the fiery wound, 
Futters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
what avails his gloſſy, varying dyes, 
bs purple creſt, and ſcarlet - cireled eyes. 
he vivid green his ſhining plumes unfokd, 
painted wings, and breaſt that flames with gold 
Nor yet, when moiſt Arcturus clouds the ſky, 
in. Ibe woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny. 
Wo plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, 
d trace the mazes of the circliag hare : 
kaſts, urg'd by us, their fellow-beaſts purſue, 
id learn of man each other to undo.) 5 
With ſlaught' ring guns th' unweary'd fowler roves, 
When froſts have whiten'd all the naked. groves; 
Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o'erſhade, 
id lonely woodcocks haunt the watery glade. 
le lifts the tube, and levels with his eve; 
degWtrait a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen ſky : 
Mit, as in airy rings they ſkim the heath, 
the clamorous lapwings feel the leaden death: 
Wit, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 
hey fall, and leave their little lives in air. 
In genial ſpring, beneath the quivering ſhade, 
Were cooling vapours breath along the mead, 
e patient fiſter takes his ſilent ſtand, 
ent, his angle trembling in his hand: 
With looks unmov'd, he hopes the ſcaly breed, 
id eyes the dancing cork and bending reed. 
Aur plenteous ſtreams a various race ſupply, 
de bright-ey'd perch with fins of Tyrian dye, 
D 2 
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The ſilver cel, in ſhining volumes roll'd, 
The yellow carp, in ſcales bedrop'd with gold, ; The ! 
Swift trouts, diverſity'd with crimſon ſtains, 
And pykes, the tyrants of the watry plains. but b 
Now Cancer glows with Phoebus” fiery car: Age { 
The youth ruſh eager to the ſylvan war, IA be 
Swarm o'cr the lawns, the foreſt-walks ſurround, * 
Rourze the flect hart, and chear the opening hound N And 


T' impatient courſer pants in every vein, - Inch 
And pawing, ſeems to beat the diſtant plains ¶ geyo 
Hills, vales, and floods appear already croſt, pan 
And c'er he ſtarts, a thouſand ſteps are loſt. puri 


See the bold youth ſtrain up the threatning ſteep, ¶ Not 
Ruſh thro' the thickets, down the valleys ſweep, | wh: 
Hang o'er their courſers heads with eager ſpeed, ¶ Not 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying ſteed. h. 


Let old Arcadia boaſt her ample plain, 148! 
Th' immortal huntreſs, and her virgin-train; or: 
Nor envy, Windſor !. ſinee thy ſhades have ſeen No- 
As bright a Goddeſs, and as chaſte a Queen; No 


Whoſe care, like hers, protects the ſylvan reign, I An 
The Earth's fair light, and Empreſs of the Main. I His 
Here too, tis ſang, of old Diana ſtray'd, An 
And Cyuthus' top forſeok for Windſor ſhade; Pai 
Here was ſhe ſeen o'er airy waſtes to rove, = Bf 
Seek the clear ſpring, or haunt the pathleſs grove; No 


Here arm'd with filver bows, in early dawn, 'Y Fai 
Here buſkin'd virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. «, 
Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam'd, a 


Thy offspring, Thames! the fair Lodona nam'd; 1“ 


| WINDSOR-FOREST. v.17) at 
I odona's fate, in long oblivion caſt, 
me muſe ſhall ſing, and what ſhe ſings ſhall laſt.) 
Farce could the Goddeſs from her nymph be known, 
nt by the creſcent, and the golden zone. 


I sdbe ſcorn'd the praiſe of beauty, and the care; 


A belt her waiſt, a fillet binds her hair; 

IA painted quiver on her ſhoulder ſounds, 

And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wounds. 
It chanc'd, as eager of the chace, the maid 

{F Zeyond the foreſt's verdant limits ſtray'd, 


ban ſaw and lov'd, and burning with deſire 


Purſu'd her flight, her flight increas'd his fire. 

Not half ſo ſwift the trembling doves can fly, 

When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid ſky; 

'F Not half fo ſwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 

when thro” the clouds he drives the trembling doves; 
As from the God ſhe flew with furious pace, 

Or as the God, more furious, urg'd the chace. 


Now fainting, ſinking, pale, the nymph appears ; 


Now cloſe behind, his ſounding ſteps ſhe hears; 
And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, 

His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting ſun; 

And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 
Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 
In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for aid, 

Nor could Diana help her injur'd maid. 

Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray'd, nor pray'd in vain; 
Ah Cynthia! ah—tho' baniſh'd from thy train, 
Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, 

My native ſhades—there weep, and murmur there. 
D 3 
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She ſaid, and melting as in tears the lay, 

In a ſoft ſilver ſtream diffoly'd away. 

The filver ſtream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps; 

Still bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 

And bathes the foreſt where the rang'd before. 

In her chaſte current oft the goddeſs laves, 

And with celeſtial tears augments the waves. 

Oft in her glaſs the muſing ſhepherd fpies 

The headlong mountains and the downward ſkies, 

The watry landfkip of the pendant woods, 

And abſent trees that tremble in the floods; 

In the clear aaure gleam the flocks are ſeen, 

And floating foreſts paint the waves with green, 

'Thro' the fair ſcene roll flow the ling'ring ſtreams, 

Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the Than 
Thou too, great father of the Britiſh floods! 

With joyful pride ſurvey ſt our lofty woods; 

Where towering oaks their growing honours rear, 

And future navies on thy ſhores appear. 

Not Neptune's ſelf from all his ſtreams receives 

A wealthien tribute, than to thine he gives. 

No ſeas ſo rich, ſo gay no banks appear, 

No lake ſo gentle, and no ſpring ſo-clear. 

Nor Po ſo ſwells the fabling poet's. lays, 

While led along the ſkies his current ſtrays, 

As thine, which viſits Windfor's fam'd abodes, 

To grace the manſion: of our earthly Gods: 

Nor all his ſtars above a luſtre ſhow, 

Like the bright beauties on thy banks below; 
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ſhere Jove, ſubdu'd by mortal paſſion ſtill, 
Pucht change Olympus for a nobler hill. 


Bis ſovereign favours, and his country loves: 
Kappy next him, who to theſe ſhades retires, 


nom humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleaſe, 
kacceſſive ſtudy, excrcife, and caſe. 

Ile gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, 
And of their fragrant phyſic ſpoils the fields: 
Vith chymic arts exalts the mineral powers, 
And draws the aromatic foals of flowers, 

Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; 
Oer figur d worlds now travels with his eye; 

Of antient writ unlocks the learned ſtore, 
Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages o'er : 

Ter wandring thonghtfal in the filent wood, 
Attends the duties of the wie and good, 

FT obſerve a mean, be to himſelf a friend, 

To follow nature, and regard his end; 

Or looks on heaven with more than mortal eyes, 
lids his free ſoul expatiate in the ſkies, 

Amid her kindred ſtars familiar roam, 

durvey the region, and confeſs her home! 

duch was the kfe great Scipio once admir'd, 
Thus Atticus, and 'Frumbal thus retir'd. 

Ye ſacred Nine! that all my foul: poſſeſs, 
Wboſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs, 
Bear me, oh bear me to- ſequeſter'd ſeenes, 


Inde bowery mazes, and ſurroundiug greons; 


Pappy the man whom this bright court approves, 
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Ivnom Nature charms, and whom the muſe inſpires; 
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To Thames's banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
Or where ye Muſes ſport on Coorxx's Hitt. 
(On Cooyzr's HILL eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 
While laſts the mountain, or while Thames ſhall fl 
I ſeem thro' conſecrated walks to rove, 
I hear ſoft muſic die along the grove : Eben 
Led by the ſound, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 
By godlike poets venerable made: 


t 
old 
| tl 


Here his firſt lays majeſtic Dx N HAM ſung; Per 
There the laſt numbers flow'd from Cowi xv's toni 
O early loſt! what tears the river ſhed, tl 
When the ſad pomp along his banks was led? Pert 


His drooping ſwans on every note expire, Pray 

And on his willows hung each muſe's lyre. 
Since fate relentleſs ſtop'd their heavenly voice, '*** 

No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice ; | 

Who now ſhall charm the ſhades where Cow. xv ſt 

His living harp, and lofty Denham ſung ? 

But hark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings! 

Are theſe reviv'd, or is it GRANVILLE ſings! 

"Tis yours, my lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreats, 

And call the muſes to their antient ſeats; 

To paint anew the flowery ſylvan ſcenes, 

To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, 

Make Windſor-hills in lofty numbers riſe, 

And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies; 

To ſing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 

And add new luſtre to her ſilver ſtar. 

Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred rage, 

SURREY, the GRANVILLE of a former age: 
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atchleſs his pen, victorious was his lance, 
ld in the liſts, and graceful in the dance: 
the ſame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 
ſo the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft deſire ; 
ir Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 
Deen fill'd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 
Oh would'ſt thou ſing what heroes Windſor bore, 
jat kings firſt breath'd upon her winding ſhore, 
Ir raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains | 
Mt weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains! 
With Edward's acts adorn the ſhining page, 
etch his long Wiumphs down thro” every age, 
Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's glorious field, 
de lillies blazing on the regal ſhield : 
ce, Den, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 
ind leave inanimate the naked wall, 
ill in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd France appear, 
Ind bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear. 
Let ſofter ſtrains ill-fated Henry mourn, 
Ind palms eternal flouriſh round his urn. 
ere oer the Martyr-King the marble weeps, 
ad, faſt beſide him, once-fear'd Edward fleeps : 
ſhom not th' extended Albion could contain, 
from old Belerium to the northern main, 
ie Grave unites; where even the Great find reſt, 
ind blended lie th* oppreſſor and th'oppreſt! 
Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known, 
Obſcure the place, and uninſcrib'd the ſtone) 
N fact accurs'd ! what tears has Albion ſhed, 
Afear'ns, what new wounds! and how her old have bled? 


1 fle 
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She ſaw her ſons with purple deaths expire, 


A dreadful ſeries of inteſtine wars, 
Inglorious triumphs and diſhoneſt ſcars. 
At length great Anna faid—** Let Diſcord ceaſe! 
She ſaid, the world obey'd, and all was peace! 

In that bleſt moment from his oozy bed 

Old father Thames advanc'd his reverend head. 
His treſſes dropp'd with dews, and o'er the ſtream 
His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden gleam : 

Grav'd on his urn, appear'd the moon, that guides 
His ſwelling waters, and alternate tides; 

The figur'd ſtreams in waves of ſilver roll d, 

And on her banks Auguſta roſe in gold. 

Around his throne the ſea-born brothers ſtood 
Who ſwell with tributary urns his flood ! 

Firſt the fam'd authors of his antient name, 

The winding Ifis, and the fruitful 'Tame : 1 
The Kennet ſwift, for ſilver eels renown'd; | 
The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown'd; 
Cole, whoſe dark ſtreams his flowery iſlands lave; 
And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave: 

The blue, tranſparent Vandalis appears; * 
The gulphy Lee his ſedgy treſſes rears; ' 
And ſullen Mole, that hides his diving flood; 
And ſilent Darent, ſtain'd with Daniſh blood. 
High in the midſt, upon his urn reclin'd, 
(His ſee-green mantle waving with the wind) 
The God appear'd : he turn'd his azure eyes 
Where Windſor-domes and pompous turrets riſe; 


And 
H: 
That 
Tho 


Her ſacred domes involv'd in rolling fire, 5 
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hen bow'd and ſpoke; the winds forget to roar, ' 


and the huſh'd waves glide ſoftly to the ſhore, 


ef 


Hail, ſacred Peace! hail long-expeRed days, 


that Thamcs's glory to the ſtars ſhall raiſe! 


Tho' Tyber's ſtreams immortal Rome behold, 


Imo' foaming Hermus ſwells with tides of gold, 


from heaven itſelf tho' ſeven-fold Nilus flows, 


And charveſts on a hundred realms beſtows ; 


Theſe now no more ſhall be the muſe's themes, 


loſt in my fame, as in the ſea their ſtreams. 


Let Volga's banks with iron ſquadrons ſhine, 


Aud groves of lances glitter on the Rhine, 
Let barbarous Ganges arm a ſervile train; 
Ik mine the bleſſings of a peaceful reign. 
Jo more my ſons ſhall dye with Britiſh blood 
d Iber's ſands, or Iſter's foaming flood: 


baſe on my ſhore each unmoleſted ſwain 


Hall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain; 


The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace 
Of war or blood, but in the ſylvan chace; 
The trumpet ſleep, while chearful horns are blown, 


And arms employ'd on birds and beaſts alone. 
hold! th' aſcending Villas on my fide, 

Project long ſhadows &'er the cryſtal tide. 

bold! Auguſta's glittering ſpires increaſe, 

And Temples riſe, the beauteous works of Peace. 


ſee, I ſee, where two fair cities bend 
Their ample bow, a new Whitchall aſcend! 
There mighty nations ſhall enquire their doom, 


me world's great oracle in times to come; 


4% WIN DSOR-TOREST. . 
There kings ſhall fue, and ſuppliant ſtates be ſe 
Once more to bend before a BRITIS I Queen,” ' 
Thy trees, fair Windſor! now ſhall leave their we 
And half thy foreſts ruſh into thy flood:, 
Bear Britain's thunder, and her Croſs diſplay, T 
To the bright regions of the riſing day; * 
Tempt icy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer flames glow round the frozen Polej 
Or under ſouthern ſkies exalt their fails, 
Led by new ſtars, and born by ſpicy gales! _— 
For me the balm fhall bleed, and amber flow, te 
The coral tedden, and the ruby glow, = 
The pearly ſhell its lucid globe infold, "| 
And Phoebus warm the ripening ore to gold. 
The time ſhall come, when free as ſeas or wine 
Unbounded Thames ſhall flow for all mankind, ” 
Whole nations enter with each ſwelling tide, © 
And ſeas but join the regions they divide; 
Earth's diſtant ends our glory ſhall behold, | 
And the new world launch forth to ſeek the old.” 
Then ſhips of uncouth ſprm ſhall ſtem the tide, * 
And fezther*d people eroùd my. wealthy de, 
And naked youths'and painted chiefs admire 
Our ſpeech, our colour, and our ſtrange attire! 
Oh ſtretch thy reign, fair Peace! from ſhore to fb 
Till conqueſt ceaſe, and ſlavery be no more; 
Till the freed Indians in their native groves 
Reap their own fruits, and woo their ſable loves, 
Peru once more a race of kings behold, 
And other Mexico's be roof d with gold. 
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d by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 
brazen bonds, ſhall barb'rous Diſcord dwell ; 
antic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 
| mad Ambition ſhall attend her there : 
Nere purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 
x weapons blunted, and extinct her fires ; 

re hateful Envy her own ſnakes ſhall feel, 
| Perſecution mourn her broken wheel: 
Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 
| gaſping furies thirſt for blood in vain, 
Here ceaſe thy flight, nor with unhallow'd lays 
Nach the fair fame of Albion's golden days: 
y Ihe thoughts of Gods let Gzanviiie's verſe recite, 
| bring the ſcenes of opening fate to light. 
humble Muſe, in unambitious ſtrains, .- 
ints the green foreſts and the flowery plains, 
here Peace deſcending bids her olive ſpring, 
Nad ſcatters bleſſings from her dove-like wing, 
en I more ſweetly paſs my careleſs days, 
Neas'd in the Glent ſhade with empty praiſe; 
ugh for me, that to the liſtening ſwains 
t in theſe fields I fung the ſylvan trains, 


od 
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we 
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IDE FOR MUSIC 
o N 
ST. CECILIA'S DAY. 


I. 
SCEND, ye Nine! deſcend and ſing; 
The breathing inſtruments inſpire, 
Fee into voice each ſilent ſtring, - 
N ſveep the ſounding lyre! 
In a ſadly-pleaſing ſtrain 
Let the warbling lute complain: 
Let the loud trumpet ſound, 
Till the roofs all around 
The ſhrill echoes rebound : 
in more lengthen'd notes and flow, 
Hark! the numbers foft and clear 
Gently ſteal upon the ear; 
Now louder, and yet louder riſe,” 

And fill with ſpreading ſounds the ſkies; 
ting in triumph now ſwell the bold notes, 
ken air, trembling, the wild muſic floats; 

Till, by degrees, remote and ſmall, 
The ſtrains decay, * 
And melt away, 
la a dying, dying fall. 
E 3 
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II. 

Buy Muſic, minds an equal temper know, 

Nor ſwell too high, nor link too low, 

If in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, 

Muſic her ſoft, aſſuaſive voice applies; 

Or, when the ſoul is preſs d with cares, 
Exalts her in enlivening airs. 

Warriors ſhe fires with animated ſounds; 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover's wounds: 

Melancholy lifts her head, 

Morpheus rouzes from his bed, 

Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
Liſtening Envy drops her ſnakes; 
Inteſtine war no more our Paſſions wage, 
And giddy factions hear away their rage. 

III. 
But when our country's cauſe provokes to arms, 
How martial muſic every boſom warms ! 
So when the firſt bold veſſel dar'd the ſeas, 
High on the ſtern the 'Thracian rais'd his ſtrain, 
While Argo ſaw her kindred trees 
Deſcend from Pelion to the main. 
Tranſported demi-gods ſtood round, 
And men grew heroes at the ſound, 
Inflam'd with glory's charms : 
Each chief his ſeven-fold ſhield diſplay'd, 
And half unſheath'd the ſhining blade: 
And ſeas, and rocks, and ſkies rebound 
Jo arms, to arms, to arms! 
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IV. a 
t when thro" all th? infernal bounds, | 
hich flaming Phlegeton ſurrounds, 
Love, ſtrong as Death, the Poet led 
To the pale nations of the —_— 
bat ſounds were heard, 
bat ſcenes appear'd, 
0'er all the dreary coaſts NE 
Dreadful gleams, 
Diſmal ſcreams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 
Sullen moans, 
Hollow groans, 
And cries of tortur'd ghoſts ! 
it hark! he ſtrikes the golden lyre; 
d ſee! the tortur'd ghoſts reſpire, 
See, ſhady forms advance! 
Thy ſtone, O Siſyphus, ſtands ſtill, 
Ixion reſts. upon his wheel, 
And the pale ſpectres dance! 
e Furies fink upon their iron beds, 
d ſnakes uncurl'd hang . — * beds 
ern \ 
By the ſtreams that ever nk | 
By the fragrant winds that blow 
O'er th' Elyſian flowers; 
By thoſe happy ſouls who dwell ' 
In yellow meads of aſphedel, 
Or amaranthine bowers; 
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By the hero's armed ſhades, +. © i voy N 
Glittering thro' the gloomy glades; +: 410 
By the youths that dy'd for love, EE 
Wandering in the myrtie grove, 14 


Reſtore, reſtore Eurydice to life : 
Oh take the buſband, or return the wife! 


He ſung, and helt conſented: -. 
To hear the poet's prayer: 
Stern Proſerpine relented, ' :--: -- 
And gave him back the fair. 
Tus ſong could prevail 
O'er death, and o'er hell, 
A conqueſt how hard and how glorious? - . * 
Tho? fate had faſt bound her ' 
With Styx nine times round her, 
Yet muſic and love were victorious, 
VI. 
Put ſoon, too ſoon, the lover turns his eyes: 
Again ſhe falls, again ſhe dies, ſhe dies! 4p” 
How wilt thou now the fatal ſiſters move ? __ 
No crime was thine, if tis no crime to love. 
Now under hanging mountains, | 
Beſide the falls of fountains, 


Or where Hebrus wanders, | * 

Rolling in Macanders, | 4 
All alone, * * o 
Unheard, unknoun, „ac b 
He makes his moan; 1 4 
And calls her ghoſt, 


For ever, ever, ever loſt ® 
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„vo with Furies ſurrounded,  - * 
Adeſpairing, confounded, N 
Ake trembles, he glows, 
Amidſt Rhodope's ſnows: 
r, wild as the winds, o'er the deſert he flies ; 
Haemus reſounds with the Bacchanals cries—» 
| Ah ſee, he dies! 
Ia even in death Eurydice he ſung, 
dice ſtill trembled on his tongue, 
Eurydice the woods, 
Eurydice the floods, 
dice the rocks and hollow mountains rung. 
| ER} | 0 
Muſic the fierceſt grief can charm, 
And fate's ſevereſt rage diſarm: 
Muſic can ſoften pain to caſe, 
And make deſpair and madneſs pleaſe : 
Our joys below it can improve, 
And antedate the bliſs above. 
This the divine Cecilia found, 
Nad to her Maker's praiſe confin'd the ſound. 
en the full organ joins the tuneful quire, 
Th' immortal powers incline their ear; 
n on the fwelling notes our ſouls aſpire, 
ſhile folemn airs improve the ſacred fire; 
And angels lean from heaven to hear. 
er Orpheus now no more let poets tell, 
e bright Cecilia greater power is given; 
His numbers rais'd a ſhade from hell, 
Her's lift the foul to heaven. 
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88 5 
YE ſhades, where ſacred truth is ſought; 
Groves, where immortal ſages taught : 
Where heavenly viſions Plato fir'd, 


And Epicurus lay inſpir'd!  * J dil 
In vain your guiltleſs laurels ſtood n 
Unſpotted long with human blood. 


War, horrid war, your thoughtleſs walks invades, 

And ſteel now glitters in the Muſes ſhades. 
ANTISTROPHE I. 

Oh heaven-born ſiſters! ſource of art! 

Who charm the ſenſe or mend the heart; 

Who lead fair Virtue's train along, 

Moral Truth and myſtic Song! 0 O 

To what new clime, what diſtant ſky, + © 

Forſaken, frieudleſs, ſhall ye fly? 

Say will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore ? 

Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more ? 

STROPHE II. 
When Athens ſinks by fates unjuſt, 
When wild Barbarians ſpurn ber duſt; - 
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Perhaps even Britain's utmoſt ſhores _ 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtrangers gore; / 
See arts her ſavage ſons controul, 
And Athens rifing near the pole! 
Till ſome new tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
4 And civil madneſs tears them from the land. 
| ANTISTROPHE II. 
Ye Gods! what juſtice rules the hall 
Freedom. and arts together fall; 
Fools grant whate'er ambition craves, 
And men, once ignorant, are ſlaves. - 
Oh curs'd eſſects of civil hate, 
In every age, in every ſtate! _ 
Lil, when the luſt of tyrant power ſucceeds, * 
227 ome Athens periſhes, ſome I , 2 


| CHORUS 


OF 
4 YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 


SEMICARORUS, 

aon tyrant Love! haſt thou poſſeſt : 
| The prudent, learn'd and virtuous breaſt?” 

Wiſdom and wit in vain reclaim, 

And arts but foften us to feel thy flame. 
Love, foft intruder, -enters here, 
But entring learns to be ſineere. 
Marcus with bluſhes owns he loves, 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 
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Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame deſire, 
Which Nature has impreſt ? 
Why Nature doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
The mild and generous breaſt ? 
Cuorvs. . 
Love's purer flames the Gods approve; 
The Gods and Brutus bend to love: 
Brutus for abſent Portia ſighs, 

And ſterner Caſſius melts at Junia's eyes. 
What is looſe love? a tranſient guſt, 
Spent in a ſudden ſtorm of luſt, 

A vapour fed from wild deſire, 
A wandring, ſelf-conſuming fire. 
But Hymen's kinder flames unite; 
And burn for ever one; 
Chaſte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, y 
Produdtive as the fun. 
| SEMICHGRUS, 
Oh ſource of every ſocial tye, 
United wiſh, and mutual joy! 
What various joys on one attend, 
As ſon, as father, brother, huſband, friend ? 
Whether his hoary fire he ſpies, 
"While thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe ; 
Or meets his ſpouſe's fonder eye; 
Or views his ſmiling progeny ; | 
What tender paſſions take their turns, 
What home-felt raptures move? 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now bums 
With reverence, hope, and love, 
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e ale Cnonus. 

nee guilty joys, diſtaſtes, ſurmizes, 

knce falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes, 

gers, doubts, delays, ſurprizes; 

Fires that ſcorch, yet dare not ſhine : 
' 1 Bieſt love's unwaſting treaſure, 
ſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure, 
ys of caſe, and nights of pleaſure; 
Sacred: Hymen! theſe are are thine, 


Fol. I. F 7 


1 E. 
ON 
S0 L-3 TU: Di 


H- PPY the man, whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
* Content to breathe his native air, 
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i 
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| 
; g | In his own ground. 
1 
; ö | Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
on Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire, 1 
| | Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, C 
| f ] In winter fire. y 
| 4 1 
| Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
79 Hours, days, and years ſlide ſoft away, I 
0 In health of body, peace of mind, 8 
Quiet by day, Y 
| 8 


Sound ſleep by night; ſtudy and eaſe, 


Together mix'd; ſweet recreation Nm. 
And innocence, which moſt does pleaſe 


With meditation. "Pt we 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
Tell where I lie. 
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I. 
ITAL ſpark of heavenly flame! 
ad, Quit, oh quit this mortal frame: 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying! 
, fond Nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, 
{ct me languiſh into life. 
II. - 
Hark! they whiſper; angels ſay, 
Siſter ſpirit, come away. 
What is this abſorbs me quite? 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
ns my ſpirits, draws my breath? 
Fl me, my ſoul, can this be death? 
| a | | 
world recedes; it diſappears! 
Rien opens on my eyes! my cars 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Fad, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 
> PCrave! where is thy victory? 
0Death! where is thy ſting ? 
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PART. 
TRODUCTION. That 'tis as great a fault to 
judge ill, as to write ill, and a more 2 one 
to the public, ver. 1. 

That a true taſte is as rare to be found as a true geni- 
us, ver. 9 to 18. 

That moſt men are born with ſome taſte, but . 
by falſe education, ver. 19 to 25. 

The multitude of critics, and cauſes of them, ver. 120 
to 45. 

that we are to ſtudy our own taſte, and know the li- 
mits of it, ver. 46 to 67. 

Nature the beſt guide of judgment, ver. 68 to 87. 

Improved by art and rules, which are but methodiſed 
nature, ver. $8. 

Jules derived from the practice of the antient poets, 
ver. 88. to 110. 

mat therefore the antients are neceſſary to be ſtudied 
by a critic, ee Homer and Virgil, ver. 120 
ta 138. 

Ii lieenſes, and the uſe of them by the antients, ver. 
140 to 180. 
ference due to the antients, and praiſe of them, 
ver. 191, etc, 
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Rules for the conduct of manners in a critic. I. C 


PART II. Ver. 203, &c. 
Cauſes hindering a true judgment. I. Pride, ver. x; 
II. Imperfect learning, ver. 215. III. Judging 
parts, and not by the whole, ver. 233 to 288. CH 
tics in wit, language, verſification, only, 288, zo 
339, &c. IV. Being too hard to pleaſe, or too a; 
to admire, ver. 384. V. Partiality—too much lor 
to a ſect— to the antients or moderns, ver. yg 
VI. Prejudice or prevention, ver. 408. VII. 8 
gularity, ver. 424. VIII. Inconſtancy, ver. 4 
IX. Party ſpirit, ver. 452, &c. X. Envy, ver. 44 
Againſt envy, and in praiſe of good-nature, ve, 
508, &c. When ſeverity is chiefly to be uſed 
critics, ver. 526, &c. 


PART ni. Ver. 560, &c. 


dour, ver. 56 3. Modeſty, ver. 566. Good-breedingow i 
ver. 572. Sincerity and freedom of aide wh T 
378. II. When one's counſel is to be reſtraini s ju 
ver. 584. Character of an incorrigible poet, ver por 
600, And of an impertinent critic, ver. 610, ne 
Character of a good critic, ver. 629. The hiſonJth | 
of criticiſm, and characters of the beſt critics, AmJ'telc 
ſtotle, ver. 645. Horace, ver. 653. Dionyſius, let fi 
665. Petronius, ver. 667. Quintilian, ver. And 


Longinus, ver. 675. Of the decay of criticiſtn, u Auth. 
its revival. Eraſmus, ver. 69 3. Vida, ver, 0 t a1 
Boileau, ver. 514. Lord Roſcommon, &c. ver Ye 
Concluſion. | Moſt 
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401 T1s hard to fay, if greater want of kill 
ul Appear in writing or in judging ill; 
M of the two, leſs dangerous is th' offence 
otire our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe. 
me few in that, but numbers err in this, 
e cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſs; 
fool might once himſelf alone expoſe, 
Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. 
wi Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 
o juſt alike, but each believes his own. 
u poets as true genius is but rare, 
me taſte as ſeldom is the critic's ſhare; 
eth muſt alike from heaven derive their light, 
teſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write. 
Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 
guad cenſure freely who have written well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, 'tis true, 
lt are not critics to their judgment too 
Yet, if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 
Woſt have the ſeeds of judgment in their mind: 
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But as the ſlighteſt ſketch, if juſtly trac'd, 

Is by ill-colouring but the more diſgrac'd, 

So by falſe learning is good ſenſe defac'd: 

Some are bewilder'd in the maze of ſchools, 

And ſome made coxcombs nature meant but fools,” 

In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 

And then turn critics in their own defence : 

Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 

Or with a rival's, or an eunuch's ſpite. 

All fools have ſtill an itching to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing ſide. 

If Maevius ſcribble in Apollo's ſpight, 

There are who judge ſtill worſe than he can write, 

Some have at firſt for wits, then poets paſt, 

Turn'd critics next, and prov'd plain fools at laſt,” 
Some neither can for wits nor critics paſs, | 

As heavy mules are neither horſe nor aſs. 

Thoſe half-learn'd witlings, numerous in our iſle, © 

As half-form'd inſets on the banks of Nile; 

Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to W 

Their generation's ſo equivocal : 

To tell them, would a hundred tongues require, 

Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire, 

But you who ſeek to give and merit fame, 

And juſtly bear a critic's noble name, 

Be ſure yourſelf and your own reach to know, 

How far your genius, taſte, and learning goz - 

A. 
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Nature affords at leaſt a glimmering light; _ 
The lines, tho' touch'd but faintly, are drawn rig 


Lac 
lt 
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anch not beyond your depth, but be diſcreet, 

iht Ind mark that point where ſenſe and dulneſs meet. 
Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 

Jud wiſely curb'd proud man's pretending wit. 

on the land while here the ocean gains, 
h other parts it leaves wide ſandy plains; 

Is, Jſhus in the ſoul while memory prevails, 
'Iſhe ſolid power of underſtanding fails; 
Irhere beams of warm imagination play, 
Ihe memory's ſoft figures melt away. 
one ſcience only will one genius fit ; 
bo vaſt is art, ſo narrow human wit: 
{Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 
It oft* in thoſe confin'd to ſing!c parts. 
e, Ike kings we loſe the conqueſts gain'd before, 
y vain ambition ſtill to make them more: 
„lach might his ſervile province well command, 
Pould all but ſtoop to what they underſtand. 
Firſt follow nature, and your judgment frame 
I y her juſt ſtandard, which is ſtill the ſame: 
Uanerring nature, ſtill divinely bright, 
one clear, unchang'd, and univerſal light, 
lite, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart, 

It once the ſource, and end, and teſt of art. 
ut from that fund each juſt ſupply provides; 

{| Works witht ſhow, and without pomp preſides 2 

In ſome fair body thus th' informing ſoul | 

Wich ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 

nch motion guides, and every nerve ſuſtainsz. __ 
elk unſeen, but in th' effets remains, 
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Some, to whom heaven in wit has been profuſe, 
Want as much more, to turn it to its uſe; _ 
For wit and judgment often are at ſtrife, 
Tho' meant each other's aid, like man and wifes 
"Tis more to guide, than ſpur the muſe's ſteedz hn 
Reſtrain his fury, than provoke his ſpeed ; 
The winged courſer, like a generous horſe, 
Shews moſt true mettle when you check his cout 
Thoſe Rules of old diſcover d, not devis'd, 
Are nature ſtill, but nature methodia d); 
Nature, like liberty, is but reſtrain'd = 
By the ſame laws which firſt herſelf ordain'd. 
Hear how learn'd Greece her uſeful rules india lg 
When to repreſs, and when indulge our flights; "Wh 
High on Parnaſſus' top her ſons ſhe ſhow'd, | 
And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trodz He 
Held from afar, aloft, th'immortal prize, Wc 
And urg'd the reſt by equal Reps to riſe. ; 
Juſt precepts thus from great examples given, 
She drew from them what they deriv'd from he 
The generous critic fann'd the poet's fire, 
And taught the world with reaſon to admire; W. 
Then Criticiſm the Muſes' handmaid prov'd, wo 
To dreſs her charms, and make her more below 
But following wits from that intention ſtray'd, 
Who could not win the miſtreſs, woo i the mai 
Againſt the poets their own arms they turn'd, "Fw 
Sure to hate moſt the men from whom they lein 
So modern *pothecaries, taught the art 
By doctor's bills to play the doctor's part, 
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ſe, Id in the practice of miſtaken rules, 
Prſccribe, apply, and call their maſters fools. 
eue on the leaves of ancient authors prey, 
ie. For time nor moths e' er {poil'd fo much as they: 
Iz ee drily plain, without invention's aid, 
ite dull receipts how poems may be made. 
leave the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay, 
| thoſe explain tho meaning quite away. | 
You then whoſe Judgment the right courſe would 
ſteer, 
w well cach ANcizNT's proper character; 
fable, ſubject, ſcope in ev'ry page; 

ditecligion, country, genius of his age: 
ſthout all theſe at orice before your eyes, 
il you may, but never criticize. 
& Homer's works your ſtudy and delight, 
ad them by day, and meditate by night} 
form yourjudgment,thence your maxims bring, 
d trace the Muſes upward to their ſpring. 
with itſelf compar'd, his text peruſe; 
d let your comment be the Mantuan Muſe. 
When firſt young Maro in his houndleis mind 
work t' outlaſt immortal Rome deſign'd, 
wiEthaps he ſeem'd above the Critic's law, 
1, Al but from Nature's fonntains ſcorn'd to draw: 
Nil n when t' examine ev'ry part he came, 
„ Naure and Homer were, he found, the tame. 
avinc'd, amaz'd, he checks the bold deſign; IF | 
uad rules as ſtrict his labour d work confine, Ji 
if the Stagirite o'erlook'd each line. [| 
Vor. I. G 1 [| 
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Learn hence from ancient rules a juſt eſteem © 
To copy nature is to copy them. e. 
Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 
For there's a happineſs as well as care. al 
Muſic reſembles Poetry, in each 1 
Are nameleſs graces which no methods tend 
And which a maſter-hand alone can reach. 
If, where the rules not far enough extend, 
(Since rules were made but to promote their cnd) 
Some lucky Licence anſwer to the full 
'Th' intent propos'd, that Licenſe is a rule. 
'I'hus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, 
May boldly deviate from the common track, 
Great Wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, 
And riſe to faults true critics dare not mend; 
From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 
And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 
Which, without paſſing through the judgment, g 
"The heart, and all its end at once attains. "pr 
In proſpects thus, ſome objects pleaſe our eyes, 
Which out of Nature's common order: riſe, | 
The ſhapeleſs rock, or hanging precipice. | 
But tho' the Ancients thus their rules invade, Pio! 
(As kings diſpenſe with-laws themſelves have x 
Moderns, beware! or if you mult offend- 0 
Againſt the precept, ne' er tranſgreſs its endꝰ 
Let it be ſeldom, and compell'd by need; 
And have, at leaſt, their precedent to plead. 
The Critic elſe proceeds without remorſe, 
geizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 
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+1 Iknow there are, to whoſe preſumptuous thoughts 
oe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem faults. 

ne figures monſtrous and miſ-ſhap'd appear, 
nlider'd ſingly, or beheld too near, 
ich, but proportion'd to their light, or place, 

r diſtance reconciles to form and grace. 

WM prudent chief not always muſt diſplay 
Ys pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array, 
t with th' occaſion and the place comply, 
mceal his force, nay ſeem ſometimes to fly. 
Noſe oft are ſtratagems which errors ſeem, 
ris it Homer nods, but we that dream. 

till green with bays each aucient Altar ſtands, 
Pore the reach of ſacrilegious hands; 
cure from Flames, from Envy's fiercer rage, 
ltructive War, and all-involving Age. 

t from each clime the learn'd their incenſe bring! 
in all tongues conſenting Pacans ring! 
P praiſe ſo juſt let ev'ry voice be join d, 
| fill the gen' ral chorus of mankind. 
l, Bards triumphant! born in happier days; 
Mortal heirs of univerſal praiſe! | 
Noſe honours with increaſe of ages grow, 
teams roll down, enlarging as they flow; 
ons unborn your mighty names ſhall ſound, 
Fa worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found! 
Pray ſome ſpark of your celeſtial fire, | 
1 laſt, the meaneſt of your ſons inſpire, 

rat on weak wings; from far, purſues your flights; 
while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 


yy 
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To teach vain wits a ſcience little known, % 
T' admire ſupexior ſenſe, and doubt their own l 1 | 
Of all the canſes which conſpire to blind 
Man's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, "4; 
What the weak hand with ſtrongeſt 5 A 
Is Pr1ve, the nevet-failing vice af faoks. - 
Whatever Nature has in worth deny'd, 
She gives in large recruits of needful Pride; 
For as in bodies, thus in ſouls, we find - 
What wants in blood and fpirits, fwell'd with wi 
Pride, where Wit fails, ſteps in to our defence, 
And fills up all the mighty void of ſenſe. 
If once right reaſon drives that cluud away, 
Truth breaks upon us with reſiſtleſs day. 
Truſt not yourſelf ; but your defects to know, 
Make uſe of ey'ry friend—and ev'ry foe. Ml 
A. little learning is a dang'rous thin; Prise 
Drink deep, or taſte not the Pierian ſpring > 
There ſhallow dranghts intoxicate the ny | 
And drinking largely ſobers ns again. AN 
Fir'd at firſt Gght with what the Muſe imparts, | 
In fearleſs youth we tempt the beights of Arts," 
While from the bounded level of our mind. n 
Short views we take, nor ſee the lengths behind3*M\. 
But more advanc'd, behold with Grange furprizesy wy 
New diſtant ſcenes of endleſs ſcience riſe ! = 
So pleas'd at firſt the tow'ring Alps we try, "Ut ey 
Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem to tread the ſœ Winer 
Th' eternal ſnows appear already paſt, <4 
And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt 


ESSA Yon CRITICISM. . 22g. 
Wt, thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey 
e growing labours of the lengthen'd way, 
"increaſing proſpect tires our wand' ring eyes, 
peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps ariſe ! 
A perfect judge will read each work of Wit 
ſith the ſame ſpirit that its author writ : 
ey the wHOLE, nor ſeek ſlight faults to find 
here nature moves, and rapture warms the mind; 

Wor loſe, for that malignant dull delight, 
"he gen'rous pleaſure to be charm'd with wit. 
it in ſuch lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
mealy cold, and regularly low, 
at ſhunting faults, one quiet tenor keep; 
Ne cannot blame indeed—but we may ſleep. 
it, as Nature, what affects our hearts 
dot th' exactneſs of peculiar parts; 
iss not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 
it the joint force and full reſult of all. 
lus when we view ſome well-proportion'd dome, 
te world's juſt wonder, and ev'n thine, O Rome 0 
d ſingle parts unequally ſurprize, 
Al comes united to th' admiring eyes; 
d monſtrous height, or breadth, or length appear; 
de Whole at once is bold, and regular. ; 
Whoever thinks a faultleſs piece to ſee, 

links what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er ſhall be. 
"Ft ev'ry work regard the writer's end, K 
Yy Pace none can com paſs more than they mend} 3 
Nad if the means be juſt, the conduct true, 
_ plauſe, in ſpite of trivial faults, is due. 
G 3 
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13. ESSAY'on CRITICISM, v. 2 

As men of breeding; ſometimes men of wit, 805 
Tt” avoid great exrers,--muſt the leſs commit: |, jad x 
Neglect the rules each verbal Critic lays, Jes 
For not to know ſame trifles, is a praiſe, © ee g 


' Moſt Crities, fond of ſome ſubſer vient art, 


Still make the Whole depend upon a Part: en 


They talk of principles, but notions priae, ih 
And all to one lov'd folly ſacrifice. 1 

Once on a time, La Mancha's Knight, they fy 4 
A. certain Bard encount'ring on the way, it 


Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, 
As c' er could. Dennis, of the Grecian ſtage; - at 
Concluding all were deſp'rate fots and fools, i l. 
Who durit depart from Ariſtotle's rule. 
Our Author happy in a judge ſo nice, of 
Produc'd his play, and begg'd the Knight's advie 
Made him obſerve the ſubject, and the plot, 
The manners, paſſions, unities; what not? 
All which, exact to rule, were brought about, 
Were but a combat in the liſts left out. 
<« What! leare the combat out? exclaims the 
Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagirite. 
„ Not fo by heav'n, (he anſwers in a rage) 
Knights, ſquires, and ſteeds, muſt enter on the au 
So vaſt a throng the ſtage can nc er contain. 
„Then build a new, or act it in a plain.” 
Thus Critics, of leſs judgment than caprice, N 
Curious, not knowing, not exact but nice, 
Form ſhort ideas; and offend in arts Pad 
(As moſt in manners) by a love to parts. Pe 
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Some to Canceit alone their taſte confine, 
ad glitt'ring thoughts ſtruck out at ev'ry hre; 
esd with a work where nothing's juſt or fit; 
e glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. 
ts like painters, thus, unſkill'd to trace (0 
naked nature and the living grace, 
h gold and jewels cover every part, 
M hide with ornaments their want of art. 
bene Wit is Nature to advantage dreſs'd, 
t oft was thought, but ne'er ſo well expreſs'd ; 
mething, whoſe truth convinc'd at fight we find, 
at gives us back the image of our mind. | 
hades more ſweetly recommend the light, - 
Pnodeſt plainneſs ſets off ſprightly wit. 
works may have more wit than does em good, 
bodies periſh thro' excels of blood. 
Others for Language all their care expreſs, 

d value books, as women men, for dreſs : 
- Meir praiſe is ſtill, —the ſtile is excellent: 
ſenſe, they humbly take upon content. 
Ids are like leaves; and where they moſt abonnd, 
h fruit of ſenſe beneath is rare ly found. | 
le eloquence, like the priſmatic glaſs, 
bg raudy colours ſpreads on ev'ry place; 

Ne face of Nature we no more ſurvey, 

Fl klares alike, withont diſtinction gay: 
true expreflion, like th* unchanging fun, 
eus, and improves whatc'er it thines upon, 
clas all objects, but it alters none. 

preſſion is the dreſs of thought, and ſtill 

pears more decent, as more ſuitable; 
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8 ESSAY on CRITICISM. v. 30 | * 
A vile conceit in pompous words expreſs'd c! ẽ 84 
Is like a clown in regal purple dreſt: - L the 
For diff*rent ſtyles with diff rent ſubjects ſort, 
As ſeveral garbs, with country, town, and coated * 
Some by old words to fame have made pretente, 
Ancients in phraſe, mere moderns in their ſenſ6; iF 
Such labour'd nothings, in ſo ſtrange a ſtyle, © * 
Amaze th' unlearn'd, and make the learned ſmile. . 
Unlucky, as Fungoſa in the play, 

Theſe ſparks with aukward vanity diſplay vF 
What the tine gentleman wore yeſterday; © wh 
And but fo mimic ancient wits at beſt, N 


As apes our grandſires, in their doublets dreſt. 
In words, as faſhions, the ſame rule will hold We 
n 


Alike fantaſtic, if too new or old: | 
Be not the frit by whom the new are try'd, e 
Nor yet the laſt to lay the old aſide. Wu 

But moſt by numbers judge a poet's ſong; 
And ſmooth or rough, with them, is right or wronf 
In the bright Muſe, tho' thouſand charms confſpir 


Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire; 3 
Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their ear, 4 
Not mend their minds; as ſome to church repair, 

Not for the doctrine, but the muſic there. 
Theſe equal ſyllables alone require, „ 


'Tho' oft the car the open vowels tire; * 

While expletives their feeble aid do join; ie 
And ten low words oft creep in one dull line: 
While they ring round the ſame unvary'd chimes, U 
With ſure returns of ſtill expected rhymes; f 


3 ESSAY on CRITICIS M. v. 380. Br 
ere er you find the cooling weſtern breeze,” 
le next line, it “ whiſpers thro' the trees: 
eryſtal ſtreams with plcaſing murmurs creep, 
reader's threaten'd (not in vain) with © ſleep: 
an, at the laſt and only couplet fraught - 
ith ome unmeaning thing they call a thought, 
„edleſs Alexandrine ends the ſong, 
e , like a wounded ſnake, drags its ſlow length along. 
ee fuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and know 
Mat's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly flew; 
praiſe the eaſy. vigour of a line, 
re Denham's ſtrength, and Waller's ſweetneſs join. 
Nr cafe. in writing comes ſrom art, not chance, 
Sthoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance. 
not enough no barſhneſs give offence, - 
e found muſt ſeem an Echo to the ſenſe : 
Nis the ſtrain when Zephyr gently blows, 
the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flows; 
Ruhen loud ſurges laſh the ſounding more, 
hoarſe, rough verſe ſhould like a torrent roar, 
Fen Ajax ſtrives ſome rock's vaſt weight to throw, 
line too labours, and the words move ilow : 
4 it fo, when ſwilt Camilla ſcours the plain, 
s o'er th* unbending corn, and ikimsalong the main. 
Fr how Timotheus vary'd lays ſurpriſe, 
bid alternate paſſions fall and riſe! 
ule, at each change, the ſon of Libyan ſove 
burns with glory, and then melts with love; 
his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury glow, 
n ſighs Neal out, and tears begin to flow: 


, 
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Perſians and Greeks like turns of nature found, e r. 
And the world's victor ſtood ſubdu'd by ſound! 
The pow'r-of Muſic all our hearts allow, 18 
And what Timotheus was, is DzyDeN now. 
Avoid extremes; and ſhun the fault of ſuch, "PE 
Who till are pleas'd too little or too much. . 
At ev'ry trifle ſcorn to take offence, . 
That always ſhews great pride, or little ſenſe; | fete] 
Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are not ſure the beſt, t 


Which nauſeat all, and nothing can digeſt. ome 
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move; N 4 


For fools admire, but men of ſenſe approve : 
As things ſeem large which we thro' miſts deſcry, F* 
Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify. _ 
Some foreign writers, ſome our own defpiſe;” © The 
The Ancients only, or the Moderns prize; Polt! 
Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is applyd 
To one ſmall ſect, and all are damn'd beſide. 
Meanly they ſeck the bleſſing to confine, 
And force that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 
Which not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 
But ripens ſpirits in cold northern climes; 
Which from the firſt has ſhone on ages paſt, | 
Enlights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſtz*** 
Tho' each may feel encreaſes and decays, 
And ſee now clearer and now darker days. 
Regard not then if wit be old or new, 

But blame the falſe, and value (till the true. 
Some ne'er advance a judgment of their own, © 
But catch the ſpreading notion of the town; 
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reaſon and conclude by precedent, 
| own ſtale nonſenſe which they ne'er invent. 
oe judge of authors names, not works, and then 
r praiſe nor blame the writings, but the men. 
all this ſervile herd, the worſt is he 
nt in proud dulneſs joins with quality. 
conſtant Critic at the great man's board, 
etch and carry nonſenſe for my lord. 
at woful ſtuff this madrigal would be, 
home ſtarv'd hackney ſonneteer, or me? 
let a lord once own the happy lines, 
the wit brightens! how the ſtyle reſines! 
ire his ſacred name flies ev'ry fault, 
A each exalted ſtanza teems with thought! 
the Vulgar thus thro' imitation err; 
Pot the Learn'd by being ſingular; 
nuch they ſcorn the croud, that if the throng 
chance go right, they purpoſely go wrong: 
| Kechiſmatics the plain believers quit, 
are but damn'd for having too much wit. 
ie praiſe at morning what they blame at night; 
always think the laſt opinion right. 
luſe by theſe is like a Miſtreſs us'd, 
6 hour ſhe's idoliz'd, the next abus'd; 
bile their weak heads like towns unfortify'd, 
art ſenſe and nonſenſe daily change their fide, 
them the cauſe; they're wiſer ſtill, they ſay; 
L {till to-morrow's wiſer than to-day. 
think our fathers fools; ſo wiſe we grow; 
wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us fo. 
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And none had ſenſe enough to be confuted 31147 
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Once School-divines this zealous iſle o'er-ſpready 
Who knew moſt ſentences was deepeſt rad. , 
Faith, goſpel, all, ſeem'd made to be diſputed, a ; 
Scotilts and Thomiſts, now in peace remain, 
Amidſt their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 
If Faith itſelf has different dreſſes worn, 
What wonder modes in Wit ſhould take their t 
Oft', leaving what is natural and fit; _ET 
The current folly proves the ready wit; 
And authors think their reputation ſafe, 
Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 
Some valuiag thoſe of their own ſide or mind? 
Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankindy hd 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, e 
When we but praiſe ourſelves in other men. 
Parties in Wit attend on thoſe of ſtate, W 
And public faction doubles private hate. ad 
Pride, Malice, Folly, aguinſt Dryden roſe, 
In various ſhapes of Parſons, Critics, Beaus; 
But ſenſe ſurviv'd, when merry jeſts were paſty 3 $S 
For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt. ; 
Might he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 
New Blackmores and new Milbourns muſt ariſe 
Nay ſhould great Homer lift his awful head. yp; 
Zoilus again would ſtart up from the dead. 
Envy will merit, as its ſhade, purſue; 
But like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance true: 
For envy'd Wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes knows? 
Th' oppoſing body's groſſneſs, not its own. 


Vo 
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en ſrſt that ſun too powerful beams diſplays, 
ss up vapours which obſcure its rays; 
Lt eren theſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 
ad new glories and augment the day. 
x thou the firſt true merit to befriend; 
þ praiſe is loſt, who ſtays till all commend. 
bort is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 1 
tis but juſt to let them live betimes. if 
longer now that golden age appears, 
en patriarch-wits ſurviv d a thouſand year: 
length of fame (our ſecond life) is loſt, 
. ua bare threeſcore is all even that can boaſtz ' 
r ſons their fathers' failing language ſee, 
* nd fuch- as Chaucer is, ſhall Dryden be. 
en the faithful pencil has deſign'd 
ne bright idea of the maſter's mind. 
a new word leaps out at his command, 
| ready nature waits upon his hand; 
1 the ripe colours ſoften and unite, 
Naa ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and light; 
Nen mellowing years their full perfection give, 
each bold figure juſt begins to live, 
treacherous colours the fair art betray, 
all the bright creation fades away! - 
Unhappy wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
ones not for that envy which it brings, 
*Þjouth alone its empty praiſe we boaſt, 
N bon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is loſt: | 
* 1 ſome fair flower the early ſpring ale 
Put gayly blooms, but even in blooming dicse 
Yor, I. H : 7 
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What is this Wit, which muſt our cares employ! * 
The owner's wife, that other men enjoy; © of 
Then moſt our trouble ſtill when moſt admif d, 
And ſtill the more we give, the more requir'd; 
Whoſe fame with pains we guard, but loſe with c, 
Sure ſome to vex, but never all to pleaſe; 
"Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſhun, - 
By fools 'tis hated, and by knaves undone! 

If wit ſo much from ign'rance undergo, 
Ah let not learning too commence its foe! 
Of old, thoſe met rewards, who could excell, 


fi 


And ſuch were prais'd who but endeavour'd well? : 
. , 14 m 

Tho' triumphs were to gen'rals only due, : 

Crowns were reſerv'd to grace the ſoldiers too. | 


Now, they who reach Parnaſſus lofty crown, 
Employ their pains to ſpurn ſome others down; 
And while ſelf-love each jealous writer rules, 
Contending wits become the ſport of fools: 
But ſtill the worſt with moſt regret commend, 
For each ill author is as bad a friend. | 
To what baſe ends, and by what abject ways, 
Are mortals urg'd thro” ſacred luſt of praiſe! 
Ah ne'er ſo dire a thirſt of glory boaſt, 
Nor in the critic let the man be loſt. 
Good-nature and good-ſenſe muſt ever join 1 
To err is human, to forgive, divine. I. 
But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain 
Not yet purg'd off, of ſpleen and ſour diſdain; 
Diſcharge that rage on more provoking crimes, 
Nor fear n * in theſe flagitious times. 
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pardon vile obſcenity ſhould find, 


yit and art conſpire to move your mind; 

dulneſs with obſcenity muſt prove 

hameful ſure as impotence in love. 

ihe fat age of pleaſure, wealth, and eaſe, 

nog the rank weed, and thriv'd with large increaſe : 
m love was all an eaſy monarch's care; 


Yom: at council, never in a war: 


srul'd the ſtate, and ſtateſmen farces writ; 
wits had penſions, and young lords had wit - 
fair ſat panting at a courtier's play, 
not a maſk went unimprov'd away: 
modeſt fan was lifted up no more, 
Sd virgins ſmil'd at what they bluſh'd before. 
following licence of a foreign reign 
all the dregs of bold Socinus drain ; 
ken unbelieving prieſts reform'd the nation, 
ad taught more pleaſant methods of ſalvation ; 
ere heaven's free ſubjects might their rights diſpute, 
et God himſelf ſhould ſeem too abſolute : 

its their ſacred ſatire learn'd to ſpare, 

| vice admir'd to find a flatterer there 


ourag'd thus, Wit's Titans brav'd the ſkies, 


47 
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NA the preſs groan'd with licens'd blaſphemies. 
Nele monſters, critics! with your darts engage, 
te point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage! 


" "# 


t ſhun their fault, who, ſcandalouſly nice, 


Fl needs miſtake an author into vice; 


| F ſeems infected that th' infected ſpy, 
all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 
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Learn then what Morals critics ought to it 
For tis but half a judge's taſk, to know. 77 ad 
"Tis not enough, taſte, judgment, learhing, zan vit 
In all you ſpeak, let truth and candour ſhine: mee 
That not alone what to your ſenſe is due 1 
All may allow; but ſeek your friendſhip too. 

Be ſilent always, when you doubt your ſenſe; 
And ſpeak, tho' ſure, with ſeeming dicßdence: 
Some poſitive, perſiſting fops we know, 
Who if once wrong, will needs be always ſo; 
But you, with pleaſure own your errors paſt, 
And make each day a critique on the laſt. 
Tis not enough your counſel ſtill be true; 
Blunt truths more miſchicf than nice falſhoods & 
Men mult be taught as if you taught them not, 
And things unknown propos'd as things forgot, 
Without good - breeding, truth is diſapprov'd; 
That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belov'd. 

Be niggards of advice on no pretence ; 
For the worſt avarice is that of fenſe. 
With mean complacence ne'er betray your truſt, 
Nor be ſo civil as to prove unjuſt. | 
Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe; 
"Thoſe beſt can bear reproof, who merit praiſe. 

"Twere well might critics ſtill this freedom t 
But Appius reddens at cach word you ſpeak, 
And ftares, tremendous, with a threatning eye, 
Like ſome fierce tyrant in old tapeſtry. 

Fear moſt to tax an honourable fool, 
Whoſe right it is, uncenſur'd, to be dull; 
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. without wit, are poets when they pleaſe, 
ala h without learning they can take degrees. 
e dangerous truths to unſucceſsful ſatires, 
| ; ad flattery to fulſome dedicators, 

Nom, when they praiſe, the world believes no more, 

1 when they promiſe to give ſcribbling o'er. 
beſt ſametimes your cenſure to reſtrain, 
ad charitably let the dull be vain : 

Nor ſilence there is better than your ſpite, 

Sc who can rail fo long as they can write? 

ill bumming on, their drouzy courſe they keep, 

d laſh'd fo long, like tops, are laſh'd aſleep. 

ſteps but help them to renew the race, 

after ſtumbling, jades will mend their pace. 

ſhat cronds of theſe, impenitently bold, 

ſounds and jingling ſyllables grown old, 

ill run on poets, in a raging vein, 

ren to the dregs and ſqueezings of the brain, 

in out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenſe, 
id rhyme with all the rage of impotencc. 

och ſhameleſs bards we have; and yet 'tis true, 

Here are as mad, abandon'd critics too. 

ie bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 

ith loads of learned lumber in his head, 

Nth his own tongue ſtill edifies his ears, 
ind always liſtening to himſelf appears. 
books he reads, and all he reads aſſails, 
rom Dryden's Fables down to Durfey's Tales. | 
Nith him, moſt authors ſteal their works, or buy; 
wth did not write his own Diſpenſary. 
H 3 
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Name a new play, and he's the poct's/ friend, eit 

Nay ſhow'd his faults but when would poets bo 

No place ſo ſacred from ſuch fops is barr d, J Ho 

Nor is Paul's church more ſafe than Paul's churet ly 

Nay, fly to altars; there they'll talk you dead; Wil, 

For fools ruſh in where angels fear to tread. - + Pet 

Diſtruſtful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, + » 1 

It ſtill looks home, and ſhort excurſions makes; gh 

But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, jt 

And never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide, 

Burſt out, reſiſtleſs, with a thundering tide. 
But where's the man, who counſel can beſtow, 

Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know? 

Unbiaſs'd, or by favour, or by ſpite ; 

Not dully prepoſſeſs'd, nor blindly right; 

Tho' learn'd, well-bred; and tho' well-bred, 

Modeſtly bold, and humanly ſevere : 

Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhow, 

And gladly praiſe the merit of a foe ? 

Bleſt with a taſte exact, yet unconfin'd; 

A knowledge both of books and human-kind; 

Generous converſe; a foul exempt from pride; 

And love to praile, with reaſon on his ſide? 
Such or.-e were critics; ſuch the happy few, 

Athens and Rome in better ages knew. 

The mighty Stagirite firſt left the ſhore, 

Spread all his fails, and durſt the deeps explore; 

He ſtcer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd far, 

Led by the light of the Maconian Star. 

Poets, a race long unconſin'd, and free, 

Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty, 
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weir d his laws j and ſtood convinc'd 'twas fit, © 

bo conquer d nature, ſhould preſide o'er wit. 
Horace ſtill charms with graceful negligence, 

| without method talks us into ſenſe, 

1; l, like a friend, familiarly convey 

e trueſt notions in the eaſieſt way. 

who ſupreme in judgment, as in wit, 

ht boldly cenfure, as he boldly writ, 

judg'd with coolneſs, tho' he fung with fire; 

precepts teach but what his works inſpire. 
Ir critics take a contrary extreme, 

we, ey jadge with fury, but they write with flegm: 

put Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong tranſlations. 

wits, than critics in as wrong quotations, 

See Dionyſus Homer's thoughts refine, 
| d call new beauties forth from every line! 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius plcaſe, 
e ſcholar's learning, with the courtier's euſe. 
In grave Quintilian's copious work, we find 

be juſteſt rules, and cleareſt method join'd : 

bus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 

lrang'd in order, and diſpes'd with grace, 

hit leſs to pleaſe the eye, than arm the hand, 

Null fit for uſe, and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longinus! all the Nine inſpire, 
ud bleſs their critic with a poet's fire. , 

An ardent judge, who zealous in his truſt, 
In warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt; 
Thoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws; 

uud is himſelf that great ſublime he draws. 
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Thus long ſucceeding critics juſtly reign'd, 8 
Licence repreſs'd, and uſeful laws ordain'd. | 


Learning and Rome alike in empire grew; 
And arts (till follow'd where her eagles flew; 


From the ſame foes, at laſt, both felt their doom N 
And the ſame age ſaw learning fall, and Rome.. 

With tyranny, then ſuperſtition join'd, . a 
As that the body, this enſlav'd the mind; fas 
Much was believ'd, but little underſtood, D 


And to be dull was conſtru'd to be good; 
A ſecond deluge learning thus o er- run, ll 
And the monks finiſh'd what the Goths begun. 

At length Eraſmus, that great injur'd name, Na 
(The glory of the prieſthood, and the ſhame!) - , 
Stem'd the wild torrent of a barbarous age, 
And drove thoſe holy Vandals off the ſtage. 

But ſee! each muſe, in Leo's golden days, 
Starts from her trance, and trims her wither'd b 
Rome's antient genius, o'er its ruins ſpread, 
Shakes off the duſt, and rears his reverend head. 

Then ſculpture and her ſiſter arts revive 
Stones leap'd to form, and rocks began to live; 
With ſweeter notes each riſing temple rung; 

A Raphael painted, and a Vida ſung. 


Immortal Vida! on whoſe honour'd brow pes 
The poet's bays and critic's ivy grow: Iten 
Cremona now ſhall ever boaſt thy name, But 
As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! Won 


But ſoon by impious arms from Latium chas d, The 
Their antient bounds the baniſh'd Muſes paſs'd; 
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re arts o'er all the northern world advance, 
critic learning flouriſh'd moſt in France: 
te rules a nation, born to ſerve, obeys; 
id Boileau (till in right of Horace ſways. 
it we, brave Britons, foreign laws deſpis'd, 
om Bind kept unconquer'd, and unciviliz'd; 
for the liberties of wit, and bold, 
e ſtill defy'd the Romans, as of old. 
t ſome there were, among the ſounder few 
fthoſe who leſs preſum'd, and better knew, 
ſho durſt aſſert the juſter antient cauſe, 
d here reſtor'd wit's fundamental laws. 
ch was the Muſe, whoſe rules and practice tell, 
Nature's chief Maſter-piece is writing well.“ 
eh was Roſcommon, not more learn'd than good, 
ith manners generous as his noble blood; 
Wo him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
ud every author's merit but his own. 
i late was Walſh—the Muſe's judge and friend, 
ſho juſtly knew to blame or to commend z 
dfailings mild, but zealous for deſert ; 
te cleareſt head, and the ſincereſt heart. 
lis humble praiſe, lamented ſhade! reccive, 
lis praiſe at leaſt a grateful muſe may give : 
te muſe, whoſe early voice you taught to ſing, 
ﬀeſcrid'd her heights, and prun'd her tender wing, 
{Her guide now loſt) no more attempts to. riſe, 
lat in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries: 
Content, if hence th' unlearn'd their wants may view, 


de learn'd reflect on what before they knew : 
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Careleſs of cenſure, nor too fond of fame; 
Still pleas'd to praiſe, yet not afraid to blame; 
Averſe alike, to flatter or offend; 

Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend, 
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MADAM), 


will be in vain to deny that I have ſome regard for 
this piece, ſince I dedicate it to You. Yet you may 
ar me witneſs, it was intended only to divert a few 
ng Ladies, who have good ſenſe and good humour 
ugh to laugh not only at their ſex's little unguarded 
ies, but at their own. But as it was communicated 
th the air of a ſecret, it ſoon found its way into the 
md. An imperfect copy having been offered to a 
okſeller, you had the good nature for my ſake to con- 
at to the publication of one more correct: this I was 
| to, before J had executed half my deſign, for 
Machinery was intirely wanting to complete-it. 
The Machinery, madam, is a term invented by the 
Fitics, to ſigniſie that part which the Deities, Angels, 
*F Dacmons are made to act in a Poem: for the an- 
nt Poets are in one reſpect like many modern La- 
8: let an action be never ſo trivial in itſelf, they al- 
ys make it appear of the utmoſt importance. Theſe 
thines I determin'd to raiſe on a very new and odd 
undation, the Roſicrucian doctrine of Spirits. 
Il know how diſagreeable it is to make uſe of hard 
Yor, I. I » + 
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words before a Lady; but tis ſo much the concen 
a Poet to have his works underſtood, and parti 
by your Sex, that you muſt give me leave to 
two or three difficult terms. 

The Roſicrucians are a people I muſt bring you 
quainted with. The beſt account I know of them 
a French book called Le Comte de Gabalis, which! 
in its title and ſize, is ſo like a novel, that many 
the Fair Sex have read it for one by miſtake. Ace 
ing totheſe Gentlemen, the four elements are inl 
ed by theſe ſpirits which they call Sylphs, Gnom 
Nymphs, and Salamanders. The Gnomes, or I 
mons of Earth, delight in miſchief; but Sylphs, w 
habitation is in the Air, are the beſt condition'd e 
tures imaginable. For, they ſay, any mortals may 
joy the moſt intimate familiarities with theſe ge 
Spirits, upon a condition very eaſy to all true Ade 
an inviolate preſervation of Chaſtity. 

As to the following Cantos, all the paſſages 
them are as fabulous, as the Viſion at the beginni 
or the Transformation at the end; (except the 
of your hair, which I always mention with 
rence.) The Human perſons are as fictitious as 
Airy ones: and the character of Belinda, as 
now managed, reſembles you in nothing but in Be 
ty. 
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If this Poem had as many graces as there at 
your Perſon, or in your mind, yet I could never 
it ſhould paſs through the world half ſo une 
I 
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as You have done. But let its fortune be what 
will, mine is happy enough, to have given me 
"Mis occaſion of aſſuring you that I am, with the tru- 
eſteem, 


On 
m is1 
bl Mapa, 
TI 
Your moſt obedient, 


Humble Servant, 


de. 


THE 
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Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos; 
bed juvat, hoc precibus me tribuiſſe tuis. MART. 


CANTO I. 


I HAT dire offence from am'rous cauſes ſprings, 
What mighty conteſts riſe from trivial things, 

ing—-This verſe to Caxvi, Muſe! is due: 

is, ev'n Belinda may vouchſafe to view: 

light is the ſubject, but not ſo the praiſe, 

She inſpire, and He approve my lays. 

Say what ſtrange motive, Goddeſs! could compel 

| vell-bred Lord t' aſſault a gentle Belle? | 

y what ſtranger cauſe, yet unexplor d, 

uld make a gentle Belle reject a Lord? 

talks ſo bold, can little men engage, 

Nad in ſoft boſoms dwells ſuch mighty rage? 

Sol thro? white curtains ſhot a tim'rous ray, 

nd op'd thoſe eyes that muſt eclipſe the day: 

Now lap-dogs gave themſelves the rouzing ſhake, 

ad ſleepleſs lovers, juſt at twelve awake: 

rice rung the bell, the ſlipper knock'd the ground, 

d the prefs'd watch return'd a filver ſound. 
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Belinda ſtill her downy pillow preſt, The 
Her guardian SyLPa prolong'd the balmy reſt : Fro: 
"Twas he had ſummon'd to her ſilent bed Thi 
The morning dream that hover'd o'er her head. Jha 
A youth more glitt'ring than a birth-night beau, Ice 
(That ev'n in ſlumber caus'd her cheek to glow) Ind 
Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, Her 
And thus in whiſpers ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay. Aud 
Faireſt of mortals, thou diſtinguiſh'd care For | 
Of thouſand bright inhabitants of air! 

If cer one Viſion touch thy infant thought, 
Of all the Nurſe and all the Prieſt have taught, Ion 
Of airy elves by moonlight ſhadows ſeen, 
The filver token, and the circled green, 
Or virgins viſited by Angel-pow'rs, 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav'nly fol fe: 
Hear and believe! thy own importance know, The | 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some ſecret truths, from learned pride conceal'd, I K 
Jo Maids alone and Children are reveal'd : 
What tho” ao credit doubting Wits may give? or $ 
The Fair and Innocent ſhall ſtill believe. 
Know then, unnumber'd Spirits round thee fly, 
The light Militia of the lower ſky : d cot 
Theſe, tho' unſeen, are ever on the wing, We f 
Hang o'er the Box, and hover round the Ring. 
Think what an equipage thou haſt in air, 

And view with ſcorn two Pages and a Chair. 

As now your own, our beings were of old, 

And once inclos'd in Woman's beauteous mould; 
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Thence, by a ſoft tranſition, we repair 
from earthly vehicles to theſe of air. 
Think not, when woman's tranſient breath is fled, 
I dat all her vanities at once are dead; 
„ Picceeding vanities ſhe (till regards, 
And tho' ſhe plays no more, o'crlooks the cards. 
fer joy in gilded Chariots, when alive, 
And love of Ombre, after death ſurvive. 
for when the fair in all their pride expire, 
To their firſt Elements their Souls retire : 
The ſprites of fiery Termagants in Flame 
Mount up, and take a Salamander's name. 
oft yielding minds to water glide away, 
And ſip, with nymphs, their elemental tea. 
The graver Prude ſinks, downward to a Gnome, 
In farch of miſchief ſtill on earth to roam, 
The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 
ind fport and flutter in the fields of Air. 

Know further yet ; whoever fair and chaſte 
lejefts mankind, is by ſome Sylph embrac'd: 
or Spirits, freed from mortal laws, with eaſe, 
ume what ſexes and what ſhapes they pleaſe. 
Nhat guards the purity of melting Maids, 
u courtly balls, and midnight maſquerades, 
ale from the treach'rous friend, the daring ſpark, 
[he glance by day, the whiſper in the dark, 
ben kind occaſion prompts their warm deſires, 
When muſic ſoftens, and when dancing fires ? 
Tis but their Sylph, the wiſe Celeſtials know, 
ne Honour is the word with Men below. 
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Some nymphs there are, too conſcious of their face, 

For life predeſtin'd to the Gnomes embrace. 

Theſe ſwell their proſpects and exalt their pride, 

When offers are diſdain'd, and love deny d: 0 

Then gay ideas croud the vacant brain, 

While Peers, and Dukes, and all their — " 

And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 

And in ſoft ſounds, Your Grace ſalutes their car, 

"Tis theſe that early taint the female foul, 

Inſtruct the eyes of young Coquettes to roll, 

Teach infant cheeks a bidden bluſh to know, 

And little hearts to flutter at a Beau. ' 
Oft, when the world imagine women ſtray, 

The Sylphs thro* myſtic maaes guide their way, 

Thro' all the giddy circle they purſue, 

And old impertinence expel by new. 

What tender maid but muſt a victim fall 

To one man's treat, but for another's ball ? 

When Florio ſpeaks, what virgin could withſtand, 

If gentle Damon did not ſqueeze her hand? 

With varying vanities, from ev'ry part, 

They ſhift the moving Toy-ſbop of their heart; (ſim; 

Where wigs with wigs, with ſword-knots ſword- u 1 

Beaux baniſh beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 

This erring mortals Levity may call, 

Oh blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all. 
Of theſe am I, who thy protection claim, 

A watchful ſprite, and Ariel is my name. 

Late, as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of air, 

In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 
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law, alas! ſome dread event impend, 

k to the main this morning ſun deſcend ; 
jut heav'n reveals not what, or how, or where: if 

' Jarn'd by the Sylph, oh pious maid, beware! [li 
This to diſcloſe is all thy guardian can : | 
kware of all, but moſt beware of Man! [long, 

ns i aid; when Shock, who thought ſhe ſiept too 
ap'd up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue. 

* | Uims then, Belinda, if report ſay true, | 
Thy eyes firſt open'd on a Billet-doux; | — 
ſounds, Charms, and Ardors, were no ſooner read, 
kt all the Viſion vaniſh'd from thy head. 

And now, unveil'd, the Toilet ſtands diſplay'd, 
lach ſilver vaſe in myſtic order laid. 
firſt, rob'd in white, the Nymph intent adores, 
ich head uncover'd, the Coſmetic pow'rs. | 

d heav'nly image in the glaſs appears, 11 

that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears; ; 

inferior Prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 

embling, begins the ſacred rites of Pride. 

lanumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 

le various off rings of the world appear; 

dm each ſhe nicely culls with curious toil, 

ad decks the Goddeſs with the glitt'ring ſpoil. 

us caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, 

d all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
The Tortoiſe here and Elephant unite, 

nnsform'd to combs, the ſpeckled and the white. 
tle files of pins extend their ſhining rows, 

Ms, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billet-doux. 
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Now awful beauty puts on all its arms; 
The fair each moment riſes in her charms, 


Repairs her ſmiles, awakens ev'ry grace, = 


And calls forth all the wonders of her face: 
Sees by degrees a purer blufh ariſe, 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The buſy Sylphs ſurround their darling care, 
Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair, 
Some fold the ſleeve, whilſt others plait the gown; 
And Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 


* 


THE 


* 
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CANT Q. I. 


oT with more glories, in th' aetherial plain, 
The ſun firſt riſes o'er the purpled main, 

an, iſſuing forth, the rival of his beams 

mch'd on the boſom of the ſilver Thames. 

r nymphs, and well-dreſt youths around her ſhone, 
er'ry eye was fix d on her alone. 

her white breaſt a ſparkling croſs ſhe wore, 

ich Jews might kiſs, and Infidels adore, 

r lively looks a ſprightly mind diſcloſe, 

as her eyes, and as unfix'd as thoſe: 

wours to none, to all ſhe ſmiles extends; 

he rejects, but never once offends. 

ht as the ſun, her eyes the gazer ſtrike, 

|, like the fun, they ſhine on all alike. 

© graceful eaſe, and ſweetneſs void of pride, 
t hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide: 
bb her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 

kk on her face, and you'll forget them all. 


This Nymph, to the deſtruction of mankind, 
i'd two Locks, which graceful hung behind 
tual curls, and well conſpir'd to deck 
PF ſhining ringlets the ſmooth iv'ry neck. 
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Love in theſe labyrinths his ſlaves detains, 
And mighty hearts are held in ſlender chains. | 
With hairy ſpringes we the birds betray, _ "_ 
Slight lines of hair ſurprize the finny prey, 

Fair treſſes man's imperial race inſnare, 

And beauty draws us with a ſingle hair, 

Th' advent'rous Baron the bright locks admirkÞ 
He ſaw, he wiſh'd, and to the prize aſpir d. 
Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, "1 
By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray; ; 
For when ſucceſs a lover's toil attends; 
Few aſk, if fraud or force attain his ends. 

For this, ere Phoebus roſe, he had implord 
Propitious heav'n, and ev'ry pow'r ador'd; A 
But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built, 

Of twelve vaſt French romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves; © 
And all the trophies of his former loves; ; 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, PN 
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And breaths three am'rous ſighs to raiſe the fie. ® 
Then proſtrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes fe 
Soon to obtain, and long poſleſs the prize; * 
The Pow'rs gave car, and granted half his prayh kn. 
The reſt, the winds diſpers'd in empty air. A an 
But now ſecure the painted veſſel glides, a 
The ſun-beams trembling on the floating tides? b 
While melting muſic ſteals upon the ſky, *« Mme x 
And foften'd ſounds along the water die; 'F 1 


Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play 
Belinda ſmil'd, and all the world was gay. 


vor 
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Ul but the Sylph—with careful thoughts oppreſt, 
Im impending woe ſat heavy vn his breaſt. 
e ſummons ſtrait his Denizens of air; 
me lucid ſquadrons round the fails repair: 
ft o'er the ſhrouds atrial whiſpers breathe, 
at ſeem' d but zephyrs to the train beneath. 
11 Ne to the ſun their inſect- wings unfold, 
itt in the breeze, or fink in clouds of gold; 
innſparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 
Mheir fuid bodies half diffoly'd in light. 
Mooſe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
in glittering textures of the filmy dew, 
4 t in the richeſt tincture of the ſlcies, 
ere light diſports in ever-mingling dyes; 
ile every beam new tranſient colours flings, | 
that change whene'er they wave their wings, 
rid the circle on the gilded maſt, 
errior by the head, was Ariel plac'd; 
* purple pinions opening to the ſun, 
rais'd his azure wand, and thus begim. 
Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear, 
„Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Daemons hear! 
dase the ſpheres, and various taſks aſſign d 
laws eternal to th' atrial kind. 
ne in the fields of pureſt acther play, 
d baſk and whiten in the blaze of day. 
me guide the courſe of wand'ring orbs on high, 
troll the planets thro' the boundleſs ſky. 
Ne leſs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 
rue the ſtars that ſhoot athwart the night, 
Vor. I, K { 
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Or ſuck the miſts in groſſer air below, 
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, . 
Or brew fierce tempeſts on the wintry main, r 
O'er o'er the glebe diſtil the kindly rain. | 
Others on earth o'er human race preſide, | 7 
Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide: 
Of theſe the chief the care of nations own, 
And guard with arms divine the Britiſh throne. 
Our humbler province is to tend the fair, 
Not a leſs pleaſing, tho' leſs glorious care; | 
'To fave the powder from too rude a gale, V 
Nor let th' impriſon'd eſſences exhale; Þ; 
To draw freſh colours from the vernal flowers: a 
To ſteal from rainbows, e' er they drop in ſnowe I (1 
A brighter waſh; to curl their waving hairs, - p 
Aſſiſt their bluſhes, and inſpire their airs; For w. 
Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beſtow, cum 
To change a flounce, or add à furbelow. Nhil 
This day, black omens threat the brighteſt fi 0 41 
That &er deſerv'd a watchful ſpirit's care lic 
Some dire diſaſter, or by force, or ſlight; -. c, a 
But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in nigia rde 
Whether the nymph ſhall break Diana's law, Ia fur 
Or ſome frail China jar receive a flaw; Ind 
Or ſtain her honour, or her new brocade; In. 
Forget her prayers, or miſs a maſquerade; ame 
Or loſe her heart, or necklace, at a ball; eme 
Or whether heaven has doom'd that Shock mull A dume 
Haſte then, ye ſpirits! to your charge repair: Ih 
The fluttering fan be Zephyretta's care; uri 
; | j 
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drops to thee, Brillante, we conſign ; 

Jul, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 
chou, Criſpiſſa, tend her favourite Lock; 
el himſelf ſhall be the guard of Shock. 

I To fifty choſen Sylphs, of ſpecial note, 
de? e truſt th' important charge, the petticoat : 

"Wt have we known that ſeven-fold fence to fail, 

o' tif with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale; 

Niem a ſtrong line about the ſilver bound, 

ul guard the wide circumference around. 

I Vhatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, 

"Bb poſt neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 
Pall feel ſharp vengeance ſoon o'ertake his ſins, 
I ſtop'd in vials, or transfix'd with pins; 

Jer plung'd in lakes of bitter waſhes lie, 
er vedg*d whole ages in a bodkin's eye: 
ens and pomatums ſhall his flight reſtrain, 

hie clog'd he beats his ſilken wings in vain; 
fair Yr alum ſtyptics with contracting power 

ink his thin eſſence like a ſhrivel'd flower: 

as Ixion fix d, the wretch ſhall feel 
git me giddy motion of the whirling mill, 

n fumes of burning chocolate ſhall glow, 
Jud tremble at the ſea that froths below! 

He ſpoke; the ſpirits from the fails deſcend; 
"Pe, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 

Fome thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
wme hang upon the pendants of her ear; 
Ih beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Yaxious, and trembling for the birth of fate. 
K 2 
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Loſe by thoſe meads, for ever crown'd with flowey 
Where Thames with pride ſurveys his riſing tum 
There ſtands a ſtruture of majeſtic frame, | 
Which from the neighb'ring Hampton takes its name. 
Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft the fall foredoom 
Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; | 
Here thou, great ANNA! whom three realms obey, I x 
Doſt ſometimes counſel take—and ſometimes tea. | wit 

Hither the heroes and the nymphs reſort, I aq; 


To taſte a while the pleaſures of a court ; Th 
In various talk th' inſtructive hours they paſt, Foy 
Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt; Car 
One ſpeaks the glory of the Britiſh Queen, An 


And one deſcribes a charming Indian ſcreenz 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; g | 
At every word a reputation dies. Ie 
Snuff, or the fan, ſapply each pauſe of chat, 
With ſinging, laughing, ogling, and all that. ln 
Mean while, declining from the noon of day, Sp 
The ſun obliquely ſhoots his burning ray; Le 
The hungry judges ſoon the ſentence ſign, A 
And wretches hang that jury-men may dine; A 
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Ine merchant from th' exchange returns in peace, 
ad the long labours of the toilet ceaſe. 
IR now, whom thirſt of fame invites, 
nns to encounter two adventrous knights, 
I Ombre fingly to decide their doom; 
ad ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come. 
nit the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
uch band the number of the ſacred nine. 
son as ſhe ſpreads her hand, th' atrial guard 
u deccend, and fit on each important card: 
It Ariel perch'd upon a matadore, — 
un men each according to the rank he bore; 
er Sylphs, yet mindful of their antient race, 
ur, as when women, wondrous fond of place. 
„ | Bchold, four kings in majeſty rever'd, 
Mich hoary whiſkers and a forky beard ; 
I ud four fair queens, whoſe hands ſuſtain a flower, 
Th' expreſſive emblem of a ſofter power; 
Four knaves in garbs ſuccinct, a truſty band; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; 
ud party-colour'd troops, a ſhining train, 
da forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
The ſkilful nymph reviews her force with care : 
Let ſpades be trumps! ſhe ſaid, and trumps they were, 
Now move to war her ſable matadores, 
la how like leaders of the ſwarthy Moors. 
Spadillio firſt, unconquerable lord! 
Led off two captive trumps, and ſwept the board. 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 
al march'd a victor from the verdant field. 
K 3 
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Him Baſto follow'd, but his fate more hard oY 
Gain'd but one trump and one Plebeian card. 
With his broad fabre next, a chief in years, 


The hoary majeſty of ſpades appears, 


Puts forth ene manly leg, to fight reveal'd, Tt 
The reſt, his many-colonr'd robe conceal'd. + hl 
The rebel knave, who dares his prince engage, th 


Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage. 8 
Eren mighty Pam, that kings and queens ene 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of Lu, 
Sad chance of war! now deſtitute of aid, 1 
Falls undiſtinguiſh'd by the victor ſpade | 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 1 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hdſt invades, 
Th' imperial conſort of the erown of ſpades. 
The club's black tyrant firſt her victim dy'd, a 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barbarous pride? 
What boosts the regal circle om his head, 
His giant kmbs in ſtate unwieldy ſpread; No. 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe, * 
And, of all monarehs, only graſps the globe? 
The Baron now his diamonds. pours apace; 
Th' embroider'd king who ſhews but half his face, 
And his refulgent queen, with powers combin d 
Of broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find. 
Clubs, diamonds, hearts, in wild diforder ſeen, 
With throngs promiſcuous ſtrow the level green. 
Thus when diſpers'd a routed army runs, 
Of Aſia's troops, and Afric's ſable ſons, Au 
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reh like confuſion different nations fly, £ 
"Mifrarious habit, and of various dye, 
ee pierc'd battalions diſunited fall, 5 
© heaps on heaps; one fate o erwhelms them all. 
re knave of diamonds tries his wily arts, 
uad wins (oh ſhameful chance !) the queen of hearts. 
"Þt this the blood the virgin's cheek forſook, 
id paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her look; 
ne s ſees, and trembles at th” approaching in, 
ain the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 

Jul now, (as oft in ſome diſtemper'd ſtate) 
N one nice trick depends the gencral fate. 
ace of hearts ſteps forth: the king unſeen 
ted in her hand, and mourn'd his captive queen: 
ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
| falls like thunder on the proſtrate ace. 

e nymph exulting fills with ſhouts the ſky ; 

e walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 

0 thoughtleſs mortals ? ever blind to fate, 
lo ſoon dejected, and too ſoon clate. 
ien, theſe honours ſhall be ſmatch's away, 
Nad curs'd for ever this victorious day. 
for lo! the board with cups and ſpoons is crown'd, 
„e berries crackle, and the mill turns round; 
* ſhining altars of Japan they raiſe 

filver lamp; the fiery ſpirits blaze: 
wn ſilver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, 
le China's earth receives the ſmoaking tide 2 
once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 
ul frequent cups prolong the rich repaſt. 
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Strait hover round the fair her airy band; 
Some, as ſhe ſipp'd, the fuming liquor fann d. 
Some o'er her lap the careful plumes diſplay d, 
'Trembling, and conſcious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wiſe) 
And ſee thro' all things with his half-ſhut eyes) 
Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain 
New ſtratagems the radiant Lock to gain. 
Ah ceaſe, raſh youth! deſiſt ere tis too late, 
Fear the juſt Gods, and think of Scylla's fate! 
Chang'd to a bird, and ſent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Niſus' injur'd hair! i 
But when to miſchief mortals bend their will, 
How ſoon they find fit inſtruments of ill ? * 
Juſt then, Clariſſa drew with tempting grace 
A two-edg'd weapon from her ſhining caſe; 
So ladies, in romance, aſſiſt their knight, 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight. 
He takes the gift with reverence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers ends; 
This juſt behind Belinda's neck he ſpread, 
As o'er the fragrant ſteams ſhe bends her head. 
Swift to the Lock a thouſand ſprites repair, 
A thouſand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; . 
And thrice they twitch'd the diamond in her eat 
Thrice ſhe look'd back, and thrice the foe drew u 
Juſt in that inſtant, anxious Ariel ſought - 
The cloſe receſſes of the virgin's thought; 
As on the noſegay in her breaſt reclin'd, 
He watch'd th' ideas rifing in her mind, 
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Budden he view'd, in ſpite of all her art, 
In carthly lover lurking at ber heart. 
Iinaz'd, confus'd, he found his power expir 'd, 
"Yielgn'd to fate, and with a ſigh retir'd. 
be Peer now ſpreads the glittering forfex wide, 
r incloſe the Lock; now joins it, to divide. | 
Jen then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 
N wretched ſylph too fondly interpos'd; 
ue urg'd the ſheers, and cut the ſylph in twain, 
xt airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again) 
e meeting points the ſacred hair diflever 
m the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 
Then flaſh'd the living lightning from her eyes, 
d ſcreams of horror rend th' affrighted ſkies, 
e ks louder ſhricks to pitying heaven are caſt, 
nen huſbands, or when lap-dogs breath their laſt; 
Wren rich China veſſels fallen from high, 
aelittering duſt, and painted fragments lie! 
| Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 
te victor cry'd) the glorious prize is mine! 
tile fiſh: in ſtreams, or birds delight in air, 
Nin a coach and fix the Britiſh fait, 
long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 
the ſmall pillow grace a lady's bed, 
le viſits ſhall be paid on ſolemn days, 
en num'rous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 
I tile nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give, 
JI long my honour, name, and praiſe ſhall live! 
Mat time would ſpare, from ſteel receives its date, 
Jul monuments, like men, ſubmit to fate! 
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' Steel could the labour of the Gods deſtroy, 
And ſtrike to duſt th' imperial towers of Troy; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, * A f 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground. N 
What wonder then, fair nymph! thy hairs ſhould fed 
The conquering force of unreſiſted ſteel ? 
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CANTO IV. 


Ber anxious cares the penſive nymph oppreſt, 
And ſecret paſſions labour'd in her breaſt. 

t youthful Kings in battle ſeiz'd alive, 

Not ſcornful virgins who their charms ſurvive, 

Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their bliſs, 

Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kiſs, 

t tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 

Not Cynthia when her manteau's pin'd awry, 

Ter felt ſuch rage, reſentment, and deſpair, 

& thou, fad virgin! for thy raviſh'd hair. 
For, that ſad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew, 

And Aricl weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbriel, a duſky, melancholy fprite, 

$ ever ſully'd the fair face of light, 

Down to the central carth, his proper ſcene, 

Repair'd to ſearch the gloomy Cave of Spleen. 

ift on his ſooty pinions flits the Gnome, 

And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome. 

No chearful breeze this ſullen region knows, 

The dreaded eaſt is all the wind that blows. 

lere in a grotto, ſhelter'd cloſe from air, 

And ſcreen'd in ſhades from day's deteſted glare, 


| 
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She ſighs for ever on her penſive bed, een pre 
Pain at her ſide, and Megrim at her head. ud ma 

Two handmaids wait the throne ; alike in place, Safe 
But differing far in figure and in face. A branc 


Here ſtood Ill- nature like an antient mid, 

Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd; 
With ſtore of prayers, for mornings, nights, andi ent o 
Her hand is fill'd; her boſom with lampoons, ho gay 
There Aſſectation, with a ſickly mien, "Mi vario 
Shows in ber check the roſes of eighteen, Bake for 
Practis'd to liſp, and hang the head afide, bo cau 
Faints into airs, and languiſhes with pride, Bad fend 
On the rich quilt ſinks with becoming woe, iÞoymp| 


14 n thi 
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Wrapt in a gown, for fickneſs, and for ſhow. d tho 
The fair- ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, oh!! 
When each new night - dreſe gives a new diſeaſe. Mx naiſe 3 

A conſtant vapour o'er the palace flies; Ae citr. 
Strange phantoms riſing as the miſts ariſe ; r chang 
Dreadful, as hermits dreams in haunted ſhades, Peer wi 
Or bright, as viſions of expiring maids. Ir cumpl 


Now glaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, 
Pale ſpectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires ; 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyſian feenes, 

And chryſtal domes, and angels in machines. 


aus d 
diſcom 
cer to 
nich no 
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Unnumber'd throngs, on every ſide are ſeen, far me, 
Of bodies chang'd to various forms by Spleen. lat ſing 
Hete living tea-pots Rand, one arm hold out, The G. 


One bent; the handle this, and that the ſpouts Sms to 1 
A pipkin there, like Homer's tripod walks; FP vondro 
Here ſighs a jar, and there a gooſe-pye talks: e that 

5 For. I. 
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n prove with child, as powerful fancy works, 
id maids turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe paſt the Gnome thro' this fantaſtic band, 
branch of healing ſpleen-wort in his hand. 
Then thus addreſs'd the power—Hail wayward — 
ſho rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen ; 
ent of vapours and of female wit, 
ſho gave th Hyſterie, or poetic fit, 4 
n various tempers act by various ways, 1 
lake ſome take phyſic, others ſcribble plays; A 
ſho cauſe the proud their viſits to delay, , 
Ind ſend the godly in a pet to pray. T 
nymph there is, that all thy power diſdains, ) 
d thouſands more in equal mirth maintains, | 
oh! if e'er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 
u raiſe a pimple on a beauteous face, 
ke citron- waters matrons cheeks inflame, 
change complexions at a loſing game; 
cer with airy horns I planted heads, 
t rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 
It caus'd ſuſpicion when no ſoul was rude, 
r diſcompos'd the head-dreſs of a prude, 
cer to coſtive lap-dog gave diſeaſe, 
nich not the tears of brighteſt eyes could eaſe: 
ar me, and touch Belinda with chagrin, 
at ſingle act gives half the world the ſpleen. 
The Goddeſs with a diſcontented air 
ems to reject him, tho' ſhe grants his prayer, 
L wondrous bag with both her hands ſhe binds, 
ike that where once Ulyſſes held the winds; * 
L 1 
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There ſhe collects the force of female lung, ö lud th: 
Sighs, ſobs, paſſions, and the war of tongues, 


ao ' pos 
A vial next ſhe fills with fainting fears, ua be 
Soft ſorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 0 that 
The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, ' Yvoner ; 


Spreads his black wings, and flowly mounts te Fay u wi 
Sunk in 'Thaleſtris' arms the nymph. he found, 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound, 


n 
Full o'er their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, the 4 
And all the furies iſſu d at the vent. Ia bi 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, Sir Ply 
And fierce Thaleſtris fans the riſing fire. Ind th 
O wretched maid! ſhe. ſpread her hands, and yd With ea 


(While Hampton's echoes, Wretched maid! reply. 5-4 
Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant care Ind th 
The bodkin, comb, and eſſence to prepare? 

For this your locks in paper durance bond, 
For this with tort'ring irons. wreath'd around? 

For this with fillets ftrain'd your tender head., I plagu, 


And bravely bore the double loads of lead? i Give } 
Gods! ſhall the raviſher diſplay your hair, It gr 
While the fops envy, and the ladies ſtare l imo ſp 
Honour forbid! at whoſe unrival'd ſhrine At by t 
Eaſe, pleaſure, virtue, all our ſex reſign. (Which 
Methinks already ] your tears ſurvey, Thich | 
Already hear the horrid things they ſay, Icupp'd 
Already ſee you a degraded toaſt, Ixat w 
And all your honour in a whiſper loſt! I This ha 


How ſhall L, then, your helpleſs fame defend? Ine ſpok 
"Twill then be infamy to ſeem your friend! ue lor 
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od ſhall this prize, th' ineſtimable prize, 
Iupos d thro? cryſtal to the gazing eyes, 


And heighten'd by the diamond's-circling rays, 
bu that rapacious hand for ever blaze! 


IVvoner ſhall graſs in Hyde-park circas grow, 


lud wits take lodgings in the found of Bow; 

voner let earth, air, ſea, to chaos fall, 

len, monkeys, lap- dogs, parrots, periſh all! 

She ſaid; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 

lud bids her beau demand the precious hairs 2 

fir Plume of amber ſraſf-box juſtly vain, 

lud the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 

Vith earneſt eyes, and round unthinking face, 

e firſt the ſnuff- box open'd, then the caſe, 

And thus broke out — * My lord, why, what m 
devil? | 

Z2— ds! damn the lock! fore n you muſt be | 
© civil! 

Plague on't! tis paſt a jeſt—nay prithee, pox! 
Give her the hair'—he ſpoke, and rapp'd his bots 
It grieves me mach (reply'd the Peer again 

Who ſpeaks fo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain 

hut by this Lock, this ſacred Lock I ſwear, 

[Which never more ſhall join its parted hair g 

Which never more its honours ſhall renew, 

Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 

That while my noſtrils draw the vital air, 

This hand which won it, ſhall for ever wear. | 

le ſpoke, and ſpeaking, in proud triumph ſpread - 

The long-contended honours of her head. 
L 3 
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But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears, nat ſpz . ga 

He breaks the vial whence the ſorrows flow. 

Then ſee! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, .; wy 

Her eyes half-langiſhing, half-drown'd in tears; 

On her heav'd boſom hung her drooping head, |, badi 

Which, with a ſigh, ſhe rais'd; and thus the faidy, lei 
For ever curs'd be this deteſted day, 

Which fnatch'd my beſt, my fav'rite curl away! 

Happy! ah ten times happy had I been, 

If Hampton-court theſe eyes had never ſeen! 

Yet am not I the firſt miſtaken maid. 

By love of courts to num'rous ills betray'd. 

Oh had. I rather unadmir'd remain'd 

In ſome lone iſle, or diſtant northern land "* 

Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 

Where none learn Ombre, none e'er taſte Bohea! 

There kept my charms conceal'd: from. mortal eye, 

Like roſes, that in deſerts bloom and die. 

What mov'd my mind with youthful lords to roam 

Oh had I fiay'd, and ſaid my prayers at home! 

"Twas this, the morning omens ſeem to tell, 

Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fellz 

The tott' ring China ſhook without a wind, | 

Nay Poll fat mute, and Shock was moſt unkind ! 

A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of fate, 

In myſtic viſions, now believ'd too late 

See the poor remnants of theſe flighted hairs! | 

My hands ſhall rend what even thy rapine ſpares: 

Thęſe in two ſable ringlets taught to break, | 

Once gave new beautics to the ſnowy neck; 


ov 
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Firs leſs in fight, or any hairs but theſe! 
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e ſiſter-· loek now ſits uncouth, alone, 
d in its fellow's fate foreſees its own; 
xcurl'd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands, 
id tempts, once more, thy ſacrilegious hands. 
q hadſt thou, cruel! been content to ſeize 
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SAE ſaid: the pitying audience melt in tears. Ind tri 
But Fate and Jove had ſtop'd the Baron's ears. Ihen a 
In vain Thaleſtris with reproach aſſails, 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 
Not half fo fix'd the Trojan could remain, 
While Anna begg'd and Dido rag'd in vain. 4 
Then grave Clariſſa graceful wav'd her fan; io arm 
Silence enſu'd, and thus the nymph began. [uad ſw 
Say, why are beauties prais'd and honour'd mol ll fide 
The wiſe man's paſſion, and the vain man's toaſt! "Fans cl: 
Why deck'd with all that land and ſea afford, 


[ Weauties 
Charms 
So if 
tlinda 


Why angels call'd, and angel-like ador'd ? ad ba 
Why round our coaches croud the white-glov'd bea com 
Why bows the ſide-box from its inmoſt rows? | Ile go 
How vain are all theſe glories, all our pains, 80 


Unleſs good ſenſe preſerve what beauty gains: Ar 
That men may ſay, when we the front box grace, ¶bainſt 
Behold the firſt in virtue as in face! 1 
Oh! if to dance all night, and dreſs all day, 

Charm'd the ſmall pox, or chas'd old age away; 
Who would not ſcorn what bouſe-wife's cares produthFkrth ſi 
Or who would learn one carthly thing of uſe? Jad th 
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To patch, may ogle, might become a faint, 
Nor could gt fure be fuch a fin to paint. 
hut ſince, alas! frail beauty muſt decay, 
fur'd, or uncurl'd, fince locks will turn to grey; 
ince painted, or not painted, all ſhall fade, 
And ſhe who ſcorns a man, muſt die a maid; _ 
hat then remains, but well our power to uſe; 
lud keep good humour ſtill whate'er we loſe ? 
And truſt me, dear! good humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and ſcreams, and ſcolding fail. 
auties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 
Charms ſtrike the ſight, but merit wins the ſoul. 
$0 ſpoke the dame, but no applauſe enſu d; 
linda frown'd, Thaleſtris call'd her prude. 
o arms, to arms | the fierce Virago cries, 
ind ſwift as lightning to the combat flies. 
Al fide in parties, and begin th' attack; 
Fans clap, ſilks ruſtle, and tough whalebones crack; 
leroes and heroines ſhouts confus'dly riſe, 
Ind baſs and treble voices ſtrike the ſkies. 
No common weapon in their hands are found, 
ike gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 
So when bald Homer makes the gods engage, 
lud heavenly breaſts wich human paſſions rage; 
ainſt Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms; 
Jad all Olympus rings with loud alarms : 
we's thunder roars, heaven trembles all around, 
ue Neptune ſtorms, the bellowing deeps reſound: 
arth ſhakes her nodding towers, the ground gives way, 
ud the pale-ghoſts ſtart at the flaſh of da!? 


A A beau and witling periſh'd is the throng, 
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Triumphant Umbriel on a ſconce's height 
Clapp'd his glad wings, and fat to view the fight ; © 
Propt on their bodkin ſpears, the ſprites furvey 
The growing combat, or aſſiſt the fray. 
While thro” the preſs cnrag'd Thaleſtris flies, 
And ſcatters death around from both ber eyes, 


One dy'd in metaphor, and one in ſong. 

O cruel nymph! a living death I bear,” 

Cry'd Dapperwit, and ſunk beſide his chair. 

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt, 

© Thoſe eyes are made ſo kilking'—was his laſt. 

Thus on Macander's flowery margin lies 

'Th' expiring ſwan, and as he ſings he dies. ' | 
When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariffa down, 

Chloe ſtepp'd in, and kill'd him with a frown z 

She ſmil'd to ſee the doughty hero lain, oY 

But, at her ſmile, the beau reviv'd again. T 
Now Jove ſuſpends his goldea ſcales in air, 

Weighs the mens wits againſt ths lady's hair; 

The doubtful beam long nods from ſide to ſide; 

At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide. 
See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, T7 

With more than uſual lightning in her eyes: 

Nor fear d the chief th'unequal fight to try, 

Who ſought no more than on his foe to die. 

But this bold lord with manly ſtrength endu'd, 

She with one fir-ger and a thumb ſubdu'd: 

Joſt where the breath of life his noſtrils drew 

A charge of ſnuff the wily virgin threw; 


* 
* 
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e Gnomes direct, to every atom juſt, 
e pungent. grains of titillating duſt. N 
den, with ſtarting tears each eye o'erflows, 
d the high dome re- echoes to his noſe. 
Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry d, 
| drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. 
de fame, his antient perſonage to deck, 
great - great · grandſire wore about his neck, 
three ſeal· rings; which after, melted down, 
n'd a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown : 
r infant grandame's whiſtle next it grew, 
bells ſhe gingled, and the whiſtle blew; 
en in a bodkin grac'd her mother's hairs, 
ich long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears.) 
aſt not my fall (he cry'd) inſulting foe! 
ou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low. 
think to die dejects my lofty mind: 
Achat I dread is leaving you behind! 
r than ſo, ah let me ſtill ſurvive, 
| burn in Cupid's flames — but burn alive. 
Reſtore the Lock ! ſhe cries; and all around 
tore the Lock! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
t fierce Othello in ſo loud a ſtrain 
rd for the handkerchief that caus d his pain. 
ſee how oft ambitious aims are croſs d, 
d chiefs contend till all the prize is loſt! 
e Lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, 
every place is ſought, but ſought in vain : 
Ith ſuch a prize no mortal mult be bleſt, 
heaven decrees! with heaven who can conteſt ? 
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Some thought it mounted to the lunar ſphere, all 
Since all things loſt on earth are treaſur'd there; · Nl dr 


There hero's wits are kept in pondrous vaſes, © aft: 
And beaux in ſnuff-boxes and tweezer-caſes, Pen, 
There broken vows and death-bed alms are found, en tl 
And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound, 1 all 


The courticr's promiſes, and ſick man's prayers,” I Lo 
The ſmiles of harlots, and the tears of heir, n 
Cages for. gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 
Dry'd butterflies, and tomes of caſuiſtry. 
But truſt the muſe—ſhe ſaw it upward riſe, 
Tho' mark'd by none but quick, poetic eyes: 
(So Rome's great founder to the heavens withdrew, 
To Proculus alone confeſs'd in view) 
A ſudden ſtar, that ſhot thro' liquid air, 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Not Berenice's locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 
The heavens beſpangling with diſhevel'd light. 
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, | 
And pleas'd purſue its progreſs thro' the ſkies, 
This the beau monde ſhall from the Mall ſurvey, 
And hail with muſic its propitious ray. | 
This the bleſt lover ſhall for Venus take, 
And ſend up vows from Roſamonda's lake. | 
This Partridge foon ſhall view in cloudleſs ſkies, © 
When next he looks thro” Galilaco's eyes; - 
And hence th' egregious wizard ſhall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 
Then ceaſe, bright nymph! to mourn thy rau 
Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere! 


TS S- S VS ©: V-365- 


t all the treſſes that fair head can boaſt, _ 
draw ſuch envy as the Lock you loſt, 
r, after all the murders of your eye, 
en, after millions lain, yourſelf ſhall die; 
ben thoſe fair ſuns ſhall ſet, as ſet they muſt, 

n all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in duſt, 
is Lock, the muſe ſhall conſecrate to fame, 

| 'midit the ſtars inſcribe Belinda's name, 
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To the Mzmory of an | 
UNFORTUNATE LADYE 
WHAT beck' ning ghoſt, along the moc 

ſhade 94 
Invites my ſteps, and points to yonder glade? 
"Tis ſhe but why that bleeding boſom gor'd, Mold is 
Why dimly gleams the viſionary ſword ? | 
Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 
Is it, in heaven, a crime to love too well ? 
To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 0 
To act a lover's or a Roman's part? 
Is there no bright reverſion in the ſky, 
For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die? 
Why bade ye elſe, ye Powers! her ſoul aſpite the 


Above the vulgar flight of low deſire? Ind cu 
Ambition firſt ſprung from your bleſt abodes; bus u 
The glorious fault of angels and of gods: de ga 
Thence to their images on earth it flows, Jo peril 
And in the breaſts of kings and heroes glows. Por oth 
Mot fouls, tis true, but peep out once an age, I Wh; 
Dull ſullen priſoners in the body's cage: E ly fat 
Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years No frie 
Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres; Pleas'd 
Like Eaſtern kings a lazy ſtate they keep, ly fore 


And, cloſe confin'd to their own palace, ſleep. by fore 
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From theſe perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 
Witt ſnatch'd her early to the pitying ſky. 
into air the purer ſpirits flow, 
ud ſep'rate from their kindred dregs below; 
I few the ſoul to its congenial place, 
rr left one virtue to redeem her race. 
But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 
hou, mean deſerter of thy brother's blood 
eon theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
eſe cheeks, now fading at the blaſt of death; 
d is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 
d thoſe love-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 
ws, if eternal juſtice rules the ball, 
us ſhall your wives, and thus your children fall: 
In all the line a fudden vengeance waits, 
ind frequent herſes ſhall beſiege your gates; 
ere paſſengers ſhall ſtand, and pointing ſay, 
chile the long fun'rals blaken all the way) 
! theſe were they, whoſe ſouls the Furies ſteel'd, 
curs'd with hearts unknowing how to * 
ws unlamented paſs the proud away, 
ic gaze of fools, and pageant of a day! 
'Þ periſh all, whoſe breaſt ne'er learn'd to glow 
for others good, or melt at others woe. 
What can atone (oh ever-injur'd ſhade!) 
ly fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domeſtic tear 
Pleag'd thy pale ghoſt, or grac'd thy mournſul bier: 
ly foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
y foreign hands thy decent limbs compos d, 
Vol. I, M 
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By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 


By ſtrangers honour'd, and by ſtrangers mourn'd! 


What tho' no friends in fable weeds appear, 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 

To midnight dances, and the public ſhow? 
What tho' no weeping loves thy aſhes grace, 
Nor poliſh'd marble emulate thy face ? 

What tho' no ſacred earth allow thee room, 

Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb? 
Yet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs be dreſt, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaſt : 


There ſhall the morn her earlieſt tears beſtow, 


a | To 


There the firſt roſes of the year ſhall blow; 
While Angels with their ſilver wings o'erſhade / 
The ground, now facred by thy reliques made. 
So peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 


How lov'd, how honour'd once, avails thee not, 


To whom related, or by whom begot; 

A heap of duſt alone remains of thee, 

Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be! 
Poets themſelves mult fall like thoſe they ſung, 

Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue, 

Ev*n he, whoſe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 

Shall ſhortly want the gen'rous tear he pays; 

Then from his cloſing eyes thy form ſhall-part, 


And the laſt pang ſhall tear thee from his heart, | 


Life's idle buſineſs at one gaſp be o'er, 
The Muſe forgot, and thou be lov'd no more! 
1 
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0 wake the foul 2 N ſtrokes of art, 
To raife the genius, and to mend the hate ; 
To make mankind, in conſcious virtue bold, 
Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they behold : 
for this the Tragic Muſe firſt trod the ſtage, 
Commanding tears to ſtream' thro” every age; 
Tyrants no more their ſavage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder d low they wept. 
Our author ſhuns by vulgar ſprings to move 
The hero's glory, or the virgin's love; | 
In pitying Love, we but our weakneſs ſhow, - 
And wild Ambition well deſerves its woe. | 
Here tears hall flow from a more gen'rous cauſe, 
duch tears as Patriots ſhed for dying Laws: 
He bids your breaſts with ancient ardour riſe, 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſh eyes. 
Virtue confeſs'd in human ſhape he draws, 
What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was >. 
M 2 
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No common object to your ſight diſplays, > 

But what with pleaſure Heav'n itſelf ſurveys, 

A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 

And greatly falling with a falling ſtate. 

While Cato gives bis little Senate laws, | 

What boſom beats not in his Country's cauſe ? 

Who ſees him act, but envies ev'ry deed ? 

Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed? 

Ev'n when proud Caeſar midſt triumphal cars, 

The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 

Ignobly vain and impotently great, 

Show'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in ſtate; 

As her dead Father's rev'rend image paſt, 

The pomp was darken'd, and the day o'ercaſt; 

The triumph ceas'd, tears guſh'd from ev'ry eye; 

The world's great Victor paſs'd unheeded by 

Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador'd, 

And honour'd Cacfar's leſs than Cato's ſword. 
Britons, attend: be worth like this approv'd, 

And ſhow, you have the virtue to be mov'd, 

With honeſt ſcorn the firſt fam'd Cato view'd 

Rome learning arts from Greece, whom ſhe ſuddu'd; 

Your ſcene precariouſly ſubſiſts too long 

On French tranſlation, and Italian ſong. 

Dare to have ſenſe yourſelves; aſſert the ſtage, 

Be juſtly warm'd with your own native rage: 

Such plays alone ſhould win a Britiſh ear, 

As Cato's ſelf had not diſdaia'd to hear. 
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Mz. Rowe's JANE SHORE. 
' Deſigned for Mrs. ODI. 


)RoD1G10Us this! the Frail-one of our Play 
From her own ſex ſhould mercy find to day! 
You might have held the pretty head aſide, © © 
eep'd in your fans, been ſerious, thus, and cry'd; 
The Play may paſs—but that ſtratige creature, Shore, 
can't indeed how—1 ſo hate a whore 
ſult as a blockhead rubs his thoughtleſs ſkull, 
And thanks his ſtars he was not born a fool; 
do from a ſiſter ſinner you ſhall hear, 
How ſtrangely you expoſe yourſelf, my dear P 
But let my die, all railtery apart, 
Our ſex are ſtill forgiving at their heart; 
And, did not wicked cuſtom fo contrive, ” 
We'd be the beſt, good-natur'd things alive. 
There are, *tis true, who tell another tale, 
That virtuous ladies envy while they rail; 
duch rage without betrays the fire within; 
la ſome cloſe corner of the ſoul, they fin; bet 
ſtill hoarding up, moſt ſcandalouſly nice, 
Amidſt their virtues a reſerve of vice. 
M 3 
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The godly dame, who fleſhly failings damns, 

Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams. 
Would you enjoy ſoft nights, and ſolid dinners ? 
Faith, gallants, board with ſaints, and bed with ſinner 

Well, if our Author in the Wife offends, 

He has a Huſband that will make amends: 
He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 
And ſure ſuch kind good creatures may be living. 
In days of old they pardon'd breach of vows, +. ©. 04) 
Stern Cato's ſelf was no relentleſs ſpouſe: C.: 
Plu—Plytarch, what's his name, that writes his life? Muſt 
Tells us, that Cato dearly lov'd his Wife: | To th 
Yet if a friend, a night or ſo, ſhould need her, YAſk n 
He'd recommend her as a ſpecial breeder. - Ihe! 
To lend a wife, few here would ſcruple make, Love 
But, pray, which of you all would take her back? And 


8 


Tho' with the Stoic Chief our ſtage may ring, [bur 
The Stpic Huſband was the glorious thing. By dr 
The man had courage, was a ſage, tis true, Phao 


And lov'd his country—but what's that to you? I Whil 
Thoſe ſtrange examples ne'er were made to fit ye, No m 
But the kind cuckold might inſtruct the City: I Muſic 


There many an honeſt man may copy Cato, oft 
Who ne'er ſaw naked ſword, or look'd in Plato. Love 

If, after all, you think it a diſgrace Non 
That Edward's Miſs thus perks it in your face; ] Once 
To ſee a piece of failing fleſh and blood. All c 
In all the reſt ſo impudently good ; IAhy 
Faith let the modeſt Matrons of the town Who 


Come here in crouds, and ſtare the ſtrumpet down. I Tho! 
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| 04 Y, lovely youth, that do'ſt my heart command, 
can Phaon's eyes forget his Sappho's hand ? 


UE Muſt then her name the wretched writer prove, 


To thy remembrance loſt, as to thy. love ? 

Aſk not the cauſe that I new numbers chuſe, 
The lute neglected, and the Lyric muſe; 

Love taught my tears in ſadder notes to flow, 
And tun'd my heart to Elegies of woe. 

burn, I burn, as when thro' ripen'd corn 

By driving winds the ſpreading flames are born, 
Phaon to ZXtna's ſcorching fields retires, 

While I conſume with more than Etna's fires! 
No more my ſoul a charm in muſic finds, 

Muſic has charms alone for peaceful minds. 

Soft ſcenes of ſolitude no more can pleaſe, 

Love enters there, and I'm my own diſeaſe. - 
No more the Leſbian dames my paſſion move, 
Once the dear objects of my guilty love; 
All other loves are loſt in only thine, 

Ah youth ungrateful to a flame like mine! 
Whom would not all thoſe blooming charms furpriſe, 
Thoſe heav'nly looks, and dear deluding eyes? 
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The harp and bow would you like Phoebus bear, ® 
A brighter Phoebus Phaon might appear; \ 
Would you with ivy wreath your flowing hair, 


Not Bacchus ſelf with Phaon could compare : Fo 
Let Phoebus lov'd, and Bacchus felt the flame, all I 
One Daphne warm'd, and one the Cretan dame; ud tl 
hen 


Nymphs that in verſe no more could rival me, 
Than cv'n thoſe Gods contend in charms with ther lau ſti 
The Muſes teach me all their ſofteſt lays, m al 
And the wide world reſounds with Sappho's praiſe.- 
Tho' great Alcacus more ſublimely ſings, 14 * ie fa 
And ſtrikes with bolder rage the ſounding ſtring 19 1 ſhy v 
No leſs renown attends'the moving lyre, ..v ag 
Which Venus tunes, and all her loves inſpire; * e 
To me what hature has in eharms deny. 8 


Is well by wit's more laſting flames ſupplyd. ar 
'Tho' ſhort my ſtature, yet my name extends Ip inc 
To heav'n itſelf, and earth's remoteſt ends. H 
Brown as I am, an Ethiopian dame © .." 
Inſpir'd young Perſeus with a gen'rous flame; . f 
Turtles and doves of diff ring hues unite, _ ln 
And gloſſy jet is pair'd with ſhining white. yl 
If to no charms thou wilt thy heart reſign; 1 
But ſuch as merit, ſuch as equal thine, 700 v m 
By none, alas! by none thou canſt be mod, 
Phaon alone by Phaon muſt be loy'd! N 


Yet once thy Sappho could thy cares employ, 
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Muſic, then, you could for ever hear, 
hd all my words were muſic to your ear. 
bu ſtopp'd with kiſſes my enchanting tongue, 
Jud found my kiſſes ſweeter than my ſong. 
all I pleas'd, but moſt in what was beſt ; 
lad the laſt joy was dearer than the reſt. 
ſhen with each word, each glance, each motion fir d, 
ou ſtill enjoy'd, and yet you ſtill defir'd, | 
Inn all diſſolving in the trance we lay, 
ad in tumultuous raptures dy d away. [| 
te fair Sicilians now thy foul in flame; 1 
hy was I born, ye Gods! 2 Leſbian dame? 
Wit ah, beware, Sicilian nymphs! nor boaſt 
That wand'ring heart which I ſo lately loſt; | 
Per be with all thoſe tempting words abus'd, | 
[hoſe tempting words were all to Sappho us'd. | 
Pad you that rule Sicilia's happy plains, 
"Mare pity, Venus, on your poct's pains ! 
fortune ſtill in one fad tenor run, 
Ind ſtill increaſe the woes ſo ſoon begun? 
aur'd to ſorrow from my tender years, 
x parent's aſhes drank my early tears: 
brother next, neglecting wealth and fame, 
Fnobly burn'd in a deſtructive flame: 
Jn infant daughter late my griefs increas'd, 
And all a mother's cares diſtract my breaſt. 
Alas, what more could fate itſelf impoſe, 
but thee, the laſt and greateſt of my woes? 
No more my robes in waving purple flow, 


Nor on my hand the ſparkling diamonds.glow;z - - "| 
| | 
| 
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No more my locks in ringlets curl'd diffuſe 
The coſtly ſwectneſs of Arabien deus, 
Nor braids of gold the varied treſſes bind, 


That fly diforder'd with the wanton wing? 6 kn 
For whom ſhould Sappho uſe ſuch arts as theſe ? AF lov: 
He's gone, whom only the deſir'd to pleaſe! | W 
Cupid's ligba darts my tender boſom move, e cha 
Still is there cauſe for Sappho ſtill to love: Flt thi 
So from my birth the Siſters fix d my doom, pow b 
And gave to Venus all my life to como; hk ind I. 


Or, while my Muſe in melting notes complains, nen 
My yielding heart keeps meaſure to my ſttains. bat y 
By charms like thine which all my ſoul have won; Ee ſ 
Who might .not—ah ! who would not be undene? rief c 
For thoſe Aurora Cephalus might ſcorn, .' - 4! Pc ſig! 
And with freſh bluſhes paint the conſcious morn. Hud 
For thoſe might Cynthia lengthen-Phaon's ſloep, N wl 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his ſheep. rend 
Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the ſkies, | Rave, 
But Mars on thee might look with Venus' eyes. Pow 


O ſcarce a youth, yet ſcarce a tender boy! Pot fi 
O uſeful time for lovers to employ ! hose 
Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race, ey ſe 
Come to theſe arms, and melt in this embrace! Inſult 
The vows you never will return, receive; is h. 


And take at leaſt the love you will not gire. Und 
See, while J write, my words are loſt in tears! tung 
The leſs my ſenſe, the more my love appears. All tc 
Sure 'twas not much to bid one kind adieu, My w 
(At leaſt to feign.was never hard to you). + + ach 


15 
L 
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— 


C0 


ad wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 


J charge I gave you, and no charge colgfd give, 
this, Be mindful of our loves, and live. 


'Fix'd in a ftupid lethargy of woe: 


end my treſſes, and my breaſt I wound; 


4 


Jaſults my woes, and triumphs in my tears, 
lis hated image ever haunts my eyes; 
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rewell, my Leſbian love, you might have ſaid; 
Ir coldly thus, Farewell, oh Leſbian maid ! 
tear did you, no parting kiſs receive, 
knew, I then how much I was to. grieve. 
lover's gifts your Sappho could confer, 


ow by the Nine, thoſe pow'rs ador'd by me, 

ind Love, the God that ever waits on thee, 

ſhen firſt I heard (from whom I hardly knew), 

That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 

ke ſome ſad ſtatue, ſpeechleſs, pale 1 ſtood, 

rief chill'd my breaſt, and ſtoppꝰ d my freezing blood; 
ſigh to riſe,, no tear had pow'r to flow, 


ut when its way th' impetuous paſſion found, 


rave, then weep; I curſe, and then complain; 

ow ſwell to rage, now melt in tears again. 

Not fiercer pangs diſtrat the mournful dame, 

Whoſe firſt-born infant feeds the fun ral flame. 
ſcorn ful brother with a ſmile appears, 


nd why this grief? thy daughter lives, he cries. 
ung with my love, and furious with deſpair, 
All torn my garments, and my boſom bare, 
My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim 


duch inconſiſtent things are love and ſhame! , 
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"Tis thou art all my care and my delight, For t 
My daily longing, and my dream by night: [And 
is; Night 


Oh night more pleaſing than the brighteſt day, 
When fancy gives what abſenck takes away, 
And, dreſs'd in all its viſionary charms, 
Reſtores my fair deſerter to my arms! 


. —— beck 5 


Then you, methinks, as fondly cirele mine: 
A thouſand tender words I hear and ſpeak 
A thouſand melting kiſſes give, and take: 

Then fiercer joys, I bluſh to mention theſe, 


Yet, while I blaſh, confeſs how much they pleaſe, 


But when, with day, the ſweet deluſions fly, 


And all things wake to life and joy, but I, + 


As if once more forſaken, I complain, 

And cloſe my eyes to dream of you again: 

Then frantic riſe, and like ſome Fury rove 
Thro' lonely plains, and thro' the ſilent grove, 
As if the ſilent grove, and lonely plains, 

That knew my pleaſures, could relieve my pe 
I view the Grotto, once the ſcene of love, 

The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 


That charm'd me more, with native moſs o'ergromth Bu 


Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian ſtone. 
I find the ſhades that veil'd our joys before; 
But, Phaon gone, thoſe ſhades delight no more. 


All b 


* De 


= I H: 
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Here the preſs d herbs with bending tops betray 


Where oft entwin'd in am'rous folds we lay; 


Tx. 


I kiſs that earth which once was preſs d by you, 


And all with tears the with'ring herbs bedew. 


A 


She ! 
And 
| go, 
How 


* 
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a For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, lf || 


And birds defer their ſongs till thy return: | lf) 
{Night ſhades the groves, and all in ſilence lie, ll 
All but the mournful Philomel and I: 
AJVith mournful Philomel I join my ſtrain, 
of Tereus ſhe, of Phaon I complain. 
A ſpring there is, whoſe ſilver waters ſhow, 
Iclear as a glaſs, the ſhining ſands below; 
A flowery lotos ſpreads its arms above, 
Shades all the banks, aud ſeems itſelf a grove; 
Eternal greens the molly margin grace, 
IWatch'd by the ſylvan genius of the place. 
Kere as I lay, and ſwell'd with tears the flood, 
efore my ſight a wat'ry virgin ſtood : 
she ſtood and cry'd, ** O you that love in vain! 
Fly hence, and ſeek the fair Leucadian main. 
There ſtands a rock, from whoſe impending ſteep 
* Apollo's fane ſurveys the rolling deep; 
« There injur'd lovers leaping from above, 
Their flames extinguiſh, and forget to love. 
« Deucalion once with hopeleſs fury burn'd, 
In vain he lov'd, relentleſs Pyrrha ſcorn'd: 
But when from hence he plung'd into the main, 
«* Deucalion ſcorn'd, and Pyrrha lov'd in vain. 
« Haſte, Sappho, haſte, from high Leucadia throw 
Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps below!“ 
dhe poke, and vaniſh'd with the voice! riſe, | 
And filent tears fall trickling from m; eyes. 
| go, ye nymphs! thoſe rocks and ſeas to provez 
How much I fear, but ah, how much I love! 
Vol. I. N + 
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I go, ye nymphs, where ſurious love inſpires; 
Let female fears ſubmit to female fires. 

To rocks and ſeas I fly from Phaon's hate, 
And hope from ſeas and rocks a milder fate. 
Ye gentle gales beneath my body blow, 

And ſoſtly lay me on the waves below! 

And thou, Kind love, my ſinking limbs ſuſtain, - 
Spread thy ſoft wings, and waft me o'er the main, 
Nor let a lover's death the guiltleſs flood prophane 
On Phoebus' ſhrine my harp I'll then beſtow, 


And this inſcription ſhall be plac'd below. \ 


« Here ſhe who ſung, to him that did inſpire, -- 

© Sappho to Phoebus conſecrates her lyre; 

% What ſuits with Sappho, Phoebus, ſuits with theez 

« The gift, the giver, and the god agree.” 9 
But why, alas, relentleſs youth, ah why 

To diſtant ſeas muſt tender Sappho fly? 

Thy charms than thoſe may far more powerful W 

And Phoebus” ſelf is leſs a god to me. 

Ah! canſt thou doom me to the rocks and ſea, 

O far more faithleſs and more hard than they ? 

Ah! canſt thou rather ſee this tender breaſt - 

Daſh'd en theſe rocks than to thy boſom preſt ? 

This breaſt which once, in vain! you lik'd ſo well; 

Where the Loves play'd, and where the Muſes dwell. 

Alas! the Muſes now no more inſpire, 

Untun'd my lute, and filent is my lyre; 

My languid nu:abers have forgot to flow, 

And fancy ſinks beneath a weight of woe. 

Ye Leſbian virgins, and ye Leſbian dames, 

"Themes of my verſe, and objects of my flames, 


ws 
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No more your groves with my glad ſongs ſhall ring, 
No more theſe hands ſhall touch the trembling ſtring 


My Phaon's fled, and I thoſe arts reſign, 
Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine!) 
Return, fair youth, return, and bring along 
Joy to my ſoul, and vigour to my ſong : 
Abſent from thee, the poet's flame expires ; 
But ah ! how fiercely burn the lover's fires ? 


Gods! can no prayers, no ſighs, no numbers move 


One ſavage heart, or teach it how to love ? 


The winds my prayers, my ſighs, my numbers bear, 


The flying winds have loſt them all in air! 

Oh when, alas! ſhall more auſpicious gales 

To theſe fond eyes reſtore thy welcome fails ? 
If ydu return—ah why theſe long delays ? 
Poor Sappho dies while careleſs Phaon ſtays. 
0 launch thy bark, nor fear the watery plain; 
Venus for thee ſhall ſmooth her native main. 
O launch thy bark, ſecure of proſp'rous gales; 
Cupid for thee ſhall ſpread the ſwelling fails. 
If you will fly—(yet ah! what cauſe can be, 
Too cruel youth, that you ſhould fly from me?) 
If not from Phaon I muſt hope for eaſe, 

Ah let me ſeek it from the raging ſeas ; 

To raging ſeas unpity'd Ill remove, 

And either ceaſe to live or ceaſe to love! 


N 2 


ö 


ARGUMENT. 


ABELARD and Eloiſa flouriſhed in the twelfth 
century; they were two of the moſt diſtinguiſhed 
perſons of their age in learning and beauty, but 
for nothing more famous than for their unfortu- 
nate paſſion. After a. long courſe of calamities, 
they retired each to a ſeveral convent, and conſe- 
crated the remainder of their days to religion. It 
was many years after this ſeparation, that a letter 
of Abelard's to a friend, which contained the hi- 
ſtory of his misfortune, fell into the hands of Elo- 
iſa. This awakening all her tenderneſs, occaſioned 
thoſe celebrated letters (out of which the follow- 
ing is partly extracted) which give ſo lively a pic- 
ture of the ſtruggles of grace and nature, virtue and 
paſſion, - 


IN theſe deep ſolitudes and awful cells, 
Where heavenly-penſive contemplation dwells, - 
; N 3 F 
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And ever-muſing melancholy reigns ; 
What means this tumult in a Veſtal's veins ? 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreat ? 
Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 
Yet, yet I love From Abelard it came, 
And Eloiſa yet muſt kiſs the name. 
Dear fatal name! reſt ever unreveal'd, 
Nor paſs theſe lips in holy filence ſeal'd: 
Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, 
Where mix'd with God's, his lov'd idea lies: 
O write it not my hand—the name appears 
Already written -waſh it out, my tears! 
In vain loſt Eloifa weeps and prays, 
Her heart (till diftates, and her hand obeys. 
Relentlets walls! whoſe darkſome round contains 
Repentant ſighs, and voluntary pains : 
Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 
Ye grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thorn ! 
Shrines! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins keep, 
And pitying ſaints, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep! 
Tho' cold like you, unmov'd and filent grown, 
I have not yet forgot myſelf to ſtone. 
All is not Heaven's, while Abelard has part, 
Still rebel nature holds out half my heart; 
Nor prayers nor faſts its ſtubborn pulſe reſtrain, 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 
Soon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, 
That well-known name awakens all my woes. 
Oh name for ever ſad! for ever dear! 


Still breath'd in ſighs, ill uſher'd with a tear, 
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[ tremble too, where'er my own I find, 

Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind. 

Line after line my guſhing eyes o'erflow, 

Led thro' a ſad variety of woe: 

Now warm in love, now with'ring in my bloom, 
Loſt in a convent's ſolitary gloom ! 

There ſtern religon quench'd th' unwilling flame, 
There dy'd the belt of paſſions, love and fame. 

Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo ſighs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this power away; 
And is my Abelard leſs kind than they ? 
Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in prayer; 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 

Then ſhare thy pain, allow that ſad relief; 
Ah, more than ſhare it, give me all thy grief. 
Heaven firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid ; 
They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what love inſpires, 
Warm from the foul, and faithful to its fires, 
The virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 
Excuſe the bluſk, and pour out all the heart, 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to ſoul, 
And waft a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. 

Thou know'ſt how guiltleſs firſt I met thy flame, 
When Love approach'd me under Friendſhip's name 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 

Some emanation of th'All-beautcous Mind. 


Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attemp'ring every ray, 
Shone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial day. 
Guiltleſs I gaz'd ; heaven liſten'd white you ſung ; 


And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 


From lips like thoſe what precept fail'd to move? 
Too ſoon they taught me 'twas no ſin to love: 
Back thro* the paths of pleaſmg ſenſe I ran, 

Nor wiſh'd an angel whom 1 lov'd a man. 

Dim and remote the joys of ſaints I ſee; 

Nor envy them that heaven I loſe for thee. 

How oft, when preſs'd to marriage, have I ſaid, 
Curſe on all laws but thoſe which love has made! 
Love, free as air, at ſight of human ties, 

Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 
Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 
Auguſt her deed, and ſacred be her fame; 

Before true paſſton all thoſe views remove, 
Fame, wealth, and honour! what are you to love? 
The jealous god, when we prophane his fires, 
Thoſe reſtleſs paſſions in revenge inſpires, 

And bids them make miſtaken mortals groan, 
Who ſeek in love for aught but love alone. 
Should at my feet the world's great maſter fall, 
Himſelf, his throne, his world, I'd ſcorn 'em all: 
Not Caeſar's empreſs would I deign to prove; 
No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love. 

If there be yet another name more free, 

More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee ! 
Oh! happy ſtate! when ſouls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature law: 
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All then is full, poſſeſſing, and poſſeſs'd, | | 


Vo craving void left aking in the breaſt: 

Even thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part, 

And each warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the heart. 
Iris ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on earth there be) 
And once the lot of Abelard and me. 

Alas how chang'd! what ſudden horrors riſe ! 

A naked lover bound and bleeding lies! 
# IWhere, where was Eloiſe! her voice, her hand, 
er poniard had oppos'd the dire command. 
| FBarbarian, ſtay! that bloody ſtroke reſtrain ; 

The crime was common, common be the pain. 

can no more; by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſt, 
Iet tears and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. 

Canſt thou forget that fad, that ſolemn day, 

When victims at yon' altar's foot we lay ? 
Canſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bad the world farewell? 
As with cold lips I kiſs'd the ſacred veil, 
The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale: 
Heaven ſcarce believ'd the conqueſt it ſurvey'd, 
And ſaints with wonder heard the vows I made. 
Yet then, to thoſe dread altars as I drew, 
Not on the croſs my eyes were fix d, but you: 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call, 
And if I loſe thy love, I loſe my all. 
Come! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe; 
Thoſe (till at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 
Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, 
Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, 


— 
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Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſt; =— 
Give all thou canſt—and let me dream the reſt. 
Ah no! inſtru me other joys to prize, = 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes, | 1 \ 
Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, N 
And make my ſoul quit Abelard for God. 
Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy care, he. 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy prayer. he | 
From the falſe world in carly youth they fled, Non 
By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſerts led. Per la 
You rais'd theſe hallow'd walls; the deſert ſmil'd, 7 © But c 


And paradiſe was open'd in the wild. Long 
No weeping orphan ſaw his father's ſtores ack 


Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors; de 
No filver ſaints, by dying miſers given, | 
Here brib'd the rage of ill-requited heaven; 

But ſuch plain roofs as piety could raiſe, 

And only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. 

In theſe lone walls (their days eternal bound) 
Theſe moſs- groun domes with ſpiry turrets crown'd, 
Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 

And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light; 

Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, 

And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. 

But now no face divine contentment wears, 

"Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 

See how the force of others prayers I try, 

(O pious fraud of amorous charity !) 

But why ſhould I on others prayers depend ? 

Come thou, my father, brother, huſband, friend ! 
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let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter move, 

all thoſe tender names in one, thy love! 

de darkſome pines that o'er yon rocks reclin'd, 
Fave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 

Whe wand'ring ſtreams that ſhine between the hills, 
he grots that: echo to the tinkling rills, 

e dying gales that pant upon the trees, 

Ihe lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 

No more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid, 

Ir lull to reſt the viſionary maid. 

But o'er the twilight groves and duſky caves, 
Long-ſounding iſles, and intermingled graves, 

Black melancholy fits, and round her throws 
death-like ſilence, and a dread repoſe ; 

er gloomy preſence ſaddens all the ſcene, 

Shades ev'ry flower, and darkens ev'ry green, 
deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

nd breaths a browner horror on the woods. 

Yet here for ever, ever mult 1 ſtay; 

dad proof how well a lover can obey! 

Death, only death, can break the laſting chain; 

nd here, ev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt re main; 
Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, 

nd wait till tis no fin to mix with thine. 

Ah wretch! believ'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 
onfeſs'd within the flave of love and man. 

Miſt me, heaven ! but whence aroſe that pray'r ? 
prung it from piety, or from deſpair ? | 
vn here, where frozen chaſtity retires, | 
Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 1 


. 
- 
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I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 
I mourn the lover, nor lament the fault; 

I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 
Repent old pleaſures, and follicit new ; 

Now turn'd to heav'n, I weep my paſt offence, 
Now think of thee, and curſe my innocence. 
Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to forget! 

How ſhall 1 loſe the ſin, yet keep the ſenſe, 
And love th' offender, yet deteſt th' offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 
Or how diſtinguith penitence from love? 
Unequal taſk ! a paſſion to reſign, 


For hearts ſo touch'd, ſo pierc'd, fo loſt as mine! 


Ere ſuch a ſoul] regains its peaceful ſtate, 
How often muſt it love, how often hate! 
How often hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, 
Conceal, diſdain,—do all things but forget? 
But let heaven ſeize it, all at once 'tis fir'd; 


Not touch'd, but rapt; not waken'd, but inſpir d! 


Oh come! oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, myſelf—and you. 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 
Alone can rival, can ſucceed to thee. 

How happy is the blameleſs veſtal's lot? 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal ſun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs mind ! 
Each prayer accepted, and each with reſign'd ; 
Labour and reſt, that equal periods keep; 
„ Obedicnt ſlumbers that can wake and weep; 
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Deſires compos d, affections ever even; 
Tears that delight, and ſighs that waft to heaven. 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 
And whiſp'ring angels prompt her golden dreams. 
For her th' unfading roſe of Eden blooms, 
And wings of ſeraphs ſhed divine perfumes, 
For her the ſpouſe prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins hymenaeals ſing, 
To ſounds of heavenly harps ſhe dies away, 
And melts in viſions of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring ſoul employ, 
Far other raptures, of unholy joy : 
When at the cloſe of each ſad, ſorrowing day, 
Fancy reſtofes what vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Then conſcience fleeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſprings to thee. 
0 curſt, dear horrors of all-conſcious night! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight! 
Provoking daemons all reſtraint remove, 


And ſtir within me every ſource of love. 


I hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, , 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 
| wake :—no more I hear, no more I view, 

The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

| call aloud; it hears not what I fay : 

I ſtretch my empty arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes; 

Ye foft illuſions, dear deceits, arite ! 

Alas, no more! methinks we wand'ring go 

| Thro' dreary waſtes, and weep each other's woe, 
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Where round ſome mould'ring tower pale ivy creeps) 
And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps, i 
Sudden you mount, you becken from the ſkies; 
Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe, 
I ſhriek, ſtart up, the ſame ſad proſpect find, 
And wake to all the griefs I left behind. 
For thee the fates, ſevercly kind, ordain 
A cool ſuſpenſe from pleaſure and from pain; 
Thy life a long dead calm of fix'd repoſe; 
No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glows, 
Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flow; 
Soft as the ſlumbers of a ſaint forgiven, 
And mild as opening gleams of promis'd heaven, 
Come, Abelard ! for what haſt thou to dread? 
The torch of Venns burns not for the dead. 
Nature ſtands check'd; religion diſapproves ; 
Even thou art cold—yet Eloiſfa loves. 
Ah hopeleſs, laſting flames! like thoſe that burn 
To light the dead, and warm th' unfruitful urn. 
What ſcenes appear where er I turn my view ? 
The dear ideas, where I fly, purſue, - 
Riſe in the grove, before the altar rife, 
Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes. 4 
I waſte the matin lamp in ſighs for thee, 
Thy image fteals between my God and me, 
Thy voice I ſeem in every hymn to hear, 
With every bead I drop too ſoft a tear, 
When from the cenſer clouds of fragrance roll, 
And ſwelling organs lift the riſing ſoul, 4 
: | 
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One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 
Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my ſight : 


In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, 


While altars blaze, and angels tremble round. 
While proſtrate here in humble grief I lie, 
Kind, virtuous drops juſt gath'ring in my eye, 


While praying, trembling, in the duſt I roll, 
And dawning grace is opening on my ſoul ; 


Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! 


/ JOppoſe thyſelf to Heaven; diſpute my heart; 


Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 


I lot out each bright idea of the ſkies; 


Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe tears; 
Take back my fruitleſs penitence and prayers; 
Snatch me, juſt mounting: from the bleſt abode; 
Aſſiſt the fiends, and tear me from my God! 
No, fly me, fly me, far as Pole from Pole; 
Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll! 
Ah come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee. 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory reſign; 


Forget, denounce me, hate whate er was mine. 
air eyes, and temptiug looks (which yet I view!) 


Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu! 


0 Grace ſerene! ob Virtue heavenly fair! 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care 
: I Freſh blooming Hope, gay daughter of the ſky! 


And Faith, our early iramortality ! 


Enter, each mild, each amicable gueſt ; 


Receive and wrap me in cternal reſt! 
Oz 


| 
| 
J 
| 
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See in her cell ſad Eloiſa ſpread, 
Propt on ſome tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 
In each low wind methinks aſpirit calls, 
And more than echoes talk along the walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
From yonder ſhrine I heard a hollow ſound. 
„Come, ſiſter, come! (it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay) 
% 'Thy place is here, fad ſiſter, come away! 
© Once like thyſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
© Love's victim then, tho' now a ſainted maid : 
« But all is calm in this eternal ſleep; 
© Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, 
« Even ſuperſtition loſes every fear: 


% For God, not man, abſolves our frailties here.“ 


I come, I come! prepare your roſeate bowers, 
Celeſtial palms, and ever-blooming flowers. 


 Thither, where ſinners may have reſt, I go, 


Where flames refin'd in breaſts ſeraphie glow : 
Thou, Abelard! the laſt ſad office pay, 

And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day; 
See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laſt breath, and catch my flying ſoul! 
Ah no—in ſacred veſtments may'ſt thou ſtand, 
'The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 
Preſent the Croſs before my lifted eye, 


Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 


% 


Ah then, thy once-lov'd Eloifa ſee! 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 
dee from my cheek the tranſicnt roſes fly 
See the laſt ſparkle languiſh in my eye! 


+ 


ELOISA To ABELARD. v. 33%, 161 
Till every motion, pulſe, and breath be o'er; 
And even my Abelard be lov'd no more. 

O Death all-eloquent ! you only prove 


What duſt we doat on, when tis man we love. 
Then too, when fate ſhalf thy fair frame deſtroy, 


{ (That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy) 


In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 
Bright clouds deſcend, and angels watch thee round, 
From opening ſkies may ſtreaming glories ſhine, 
And faints embrace thee with a love like mine. 
May one kind grave. unite each hapleſs name, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame ! 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; 
If ever chance two wand'ring lovers brings 
To Paraclete's white walls and ſilver ſprings, 
O'er the pale marble ſhall they join their heads, 
And drink the falling tears each other ſheds; 
Then ſadly ſay, with mutual pity mov'd, 
© O may we never love as theſe have lov'd!“ 
From the full choir, when loud hoſannas riſe, 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful ſacrifice, 
Amid that ſcene if ſome relenting eye 
Glance on the ſtone where our cold relics lie, 
Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a thought from heaven, 
One human tear ſhall drop, and be forgiven. 
And ſure if fate ſome ſuture bard ſhall join 
In fad ſimilitude of griefs to mine, 
Condemn'd whole years in abſence to deplore, 
And image charms he wult behold uo more; 
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Such if there be, who loves ſo long, fo well; 

Let him our ſad, our tender ſtory tell! 

The well-ſang woes will ſooth my penſive ghoſt; 
He beſt can paint them who ſhall feel them moſt. 


THE END OF THE FIRST VOLUME, 


Th. 
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